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THE DNA OF INDIVIDUALISM HAS BEEN WITH US SINCE CHRIST. Whenever or wherever it 
truely occured? Praise be any name in the saying of a mere AMEN. New trend. Showing one thumb 
up. Tilt it twice to your left and then tilt it twice to your right, then flip the middle finger twice, 
flipping the bird twice. Even number six. Binary times 3. Of course, someone introduced the 8 ball, 
long ago. Cant it get any worse, pooch? Some would claim a Trinity lore above 8. Uneven number 11? 
All for it. But we cannot have that, right? We cannot have anyone rule over us, not even allowed to 
rule our own mindset..? For thinking out loud, if allowed. Uuh..Uuh..Cuckoo..! A salutation were once 
upon a time a HAIL. Maybe the fact is that the hard smack makes us all sound like girls. 

As the headless Frenchmen(Frencmen) say, eadless to say: I do the best I can. But there might be a 
misspelling helling error here and there. Ssssso an asshole or an ashole or just plain ass as a whole, 
thought the Donkey. Correction: I try and do the best I can. The beast is decided by the feast. 

Some animals mistreated by alchemy’s bliss or blessed and healed by the true Alchemists. Mindfuck 
or not. Eadless to say by Codex. Someone lost his head in/over the Chernobyl incident. (Bad English?). 
But what follows when heads are lost, severed from the torso. French would know. Extremely high 
background radiations and mutations of matter. A very long list since the American three-mile Island 
incident. The final last words: May I, he, she or IT be in a better place. So where will that take me? 
asked the Nomad. It might be the quickest exit-ticket? EVERYBODY KNOWS ..!.. 


CREED 


We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 
We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 
We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. 
Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity 
into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, 
that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the eternal 
damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 


PRAYER 
Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 
Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 
My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 
Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who surpass us. 
Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 
For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 
internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. Amen. 


The Bloodstone Tablets 


The Aranubis-Phat rewrite of the Emerald Tablets. 


Is truth without any lying, it is certain and most true. 

That which is written below is that which is spoken above, and that which is spoken above 
can do miracles unto the book written below. 

And as all texts in existence arose from one codex of marks, it inspired the meditation upon 
new marks of codexes or codices and thereby birthing letterings to be adapted amongst 
scribes and followers, then know, that the knowledge of it, is it’s father. The understandness 
of it, is it’s mother. The seeded knowledge and the mercy of it, carried it within it’s belly, the 
body empowered by it, is it’s nurse and provider. The angelical protection of the entire world 
flows unto this Earth. The force of Djinns and the life force of power is here, 

till it is converted. Life or death, or a leap of faith. When organisms expire unto other realms. 
But separate matters with soul and care, divide the saurs from the sweets, but always tend 
the Djinns of the HOLY spirit. Like a lightning striking unto Earth, from the heavens, the 
loud roaring sounds, will ascend and descend, in all matters of both great and small. Of such 
grandeur, that you might feel superior and inferior, in the same moment of time, or what we 
perceive to be time. By these means you can cease the glory of the world, but also know, 
that all knowledge, which is hidden will flee from you. Therefore watch your steps, only 
guided by shadow. Not even the highest mountain peak, can outcast it’s own shadow, for 

so was the mountain created. Therefore admire peak as well as valley, both saur and sweet. 
Treasure the struggle in a mountain climbed and pray that the mist will not obscure your 
view from the top. Hence I am the mountain, that holds the Trinity lore of ageold Dragons. 
A three parted world linked to one world, a full circle of a Sun. Another dawn and another 
yarn, till the mountain rests my weary bones. The historical records of it are inspired by the 
old Hermes Trismegistus. But know that his name is a Greek rewrite of the name Thoth and 
Thoth is an Egyptian name rewrite of the Atlantean name of Tehuty (Tehuti). 

Still the three were rested by a mere Amen. But we must remember our historical literary 
roots, above all, always remember your own roots. Atlantis. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. 
Amen. Know that the literary root of it all lays in the Egyptian Book of the Dead, but sad to 
say, it is however not the proper translation. The true translation is: Coming Forth By Day. 
But somehow I also find great comfort in the fact, that if you should choose to venture forth 
by day, then you must have found solace within the dark. Fully knowing that you also must 
have found great peace, dwelling in the dark. Some prefer the dark that holds no shadow. 
Drinking or consuming blood heightens the metabolism of our organisms. A fact. 


Amen unto Amenta 


Aranubis ¢ Phat 


in the year XXXXX 


Introduction 


Timeline 


You may choose to believe in time or try and reside in the present, which is most painful. 
You may choose to believe, you also have the right to doubt. But I tell you this. This is truely 
the year XX XXX, at least. This Dimension is beyond the measure of time, beyond ageold. 
The Sphere. The Planet, itself. Mother Earth is really, really, really old, beyond old. 

But ask: Is she beyond repair? That is, if you even believe in the concept of time, to begin 
with. I will however ask: Is time not only but a manmade construct of a clockwork. 

A manmade fabrication of mentalism bestowed upon all of our minds. Yet, very cursed dawn 
awaits it’s own dusk, people fatigued enough to sleep. Some fallen ones only wishing for 
death, in some cases. But be strong. A hard reality and a hard world, stuck between a rock 
and a hard place, in twilight. Only to be met by meteors and meteorites. Hit by lightnings, 
earthquakes, quakes, melting in vulcanic lava, torn by wars, known and unknown wars. 

Did someone along the way sing the lines: It’s a man’s world? If so, with some logic, men 
must be utter idiots. As stated a tough old world. All the more reason to remember the lines: 
What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger. It mutates and tries to kill you once more. 
But be advised, it usually results in the element of surprise, not meaning a birthday party, 
followed by getting schocked, frightened, often leading to trauma, were everybody just tries 
to rebound. Most likely playing Louis Armstrong music: Such a wonderful world. But alas, 
Louis did do Armstrong and they got themselfs a son named Clark Doe. Yet, we all, if not 
most people still question the Goat’s doctrin of taking a man’s foreskin or a woman’s clitoris. 
Was it the SPAM? Mutilation? An accidentically accident? But how? The one good eye, lost 
to a Dragonfly. Can also bring about great tales of grandeur by scars that you got in ageold 
wars, raged long ago? T.E.R.R.A - All tales for great and small unfolds in the minds of us all. 
Stories from all realms. Be it, from known realms or unknown realms. 

Be it, tales from Grasslands and Moors. Savanna or Bush. Be it, from Rivers and Seas. 
Islands or Peninsulars. Be it, from Mountains and Caves. Valleys or Flatlands. 

Be it, from Sand deserts and Ice deserts. Lavalands or Vulcanoes. Be it, from Forest and 
Lakes. Jungle or Swamps. It can, however, never change the fact that most single solitaire 
snakes always will seek their own ressurrection. As it is in nature, all Serpents always lay 
intertwined, without as within. Some will still use the olden tongue of it, naming it, the Staff 
of Mercury. But come to know, that the holy fire is within you. The inner Kingdom resides 
inside of you. It is infernal and it is internal by the use of Alchemy. While others dumbstruck 
thinks that holy fire is a bondfire that can hide all evidence of a crime, not contemplating the 
hyde of the Almighty Serpent. Shape shifters that are capable of shedding their own skin. 
Grant yourself to the chamber of Osiris, the scribe being Ani (any), with splendors in heaven 
and triump in the underworld. Enter the house of the everlasting and sit down and tend your 
Ka and your body. Pray that there will be given me loaves of bread and foods and drinks, 
with wheat and barley. In this day and age called Whiskey and Beer. It does sound nice. But 
why the ridicule of ancient text and lore? Have we become betterknowing? The Egyptian 
Book of the Dead. The very false translation of it, stands alone, but united in Spirit. Ani’s 
tablet. Ani’s tablet is a long list of pictograms of things and inventions, that the ancients were 
afraid to loose. Look for yourself. Powerlines. Tablets. iPhones. Hoovers. Weed 

(Cannabis Sativa) and much else, whatever you perceive it to be, highly civilised. 

Such notions in connection with Ani’s tablet, does however make you question the element 
of time, the time granted us and projected unto us, from on up high. Is any (Ani) scribe not 
granted free publication? Even despite the terminology of the present, which some might 
claim or name a modern age? Amen unto Amenta. 
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IT REALLY LOOKS SO OBVIOUS THAT YOU THINK THAT IT ALWAYS HAVE BEEN THIS WAY. 
TILL SOME BINARY CROSS MORON SAID: THREE IS A CROWD. TIC TAC TOE? ENDING UP WITH CHEESY FEET. 


THE 18 PIECES: 


THE 6 ROUND PIECES: ©) 


THE 6 SQUARE PIECES: es 


THE 6 CROSS PIECES: x 


RULES? 


SOMETHING ABOUT 
STACKING IN 
LINES? COMPUTING. 


Playing rules, summed up: 
Diagonal lines times two. 
Straight lines times two. 

J lines times four. 

S lines times four. 

0 line (a cube) times one. 

X line (an hourglass) times one. 


Prolouge 


Codexes 


Prologue. 

Past, future and present. Till we all dawn upon each moarn and moan. As goes for codexes 
or codices, assigned unto law and lore, codex granted unto scripture and the spoken word, 
there has been a wide multitude of both hidden signs or marks, throughout the history of 
scribes. From the old monks in old torn monasteries, turning their feathers and ink on old 
animal hydes. To some midevil tattoo palour, in an old rundown Harbor dock, turning the 
words and icons upon the human skin. An old practice from natives. Be it the tattoes of the 
Maori (MaAor1: ['ma:ori]) are the indigenous Polynesian people of mainland New Zealand 
(Aotearoa). Maori originated with settlers from East Polynesia, who arrived in New Zealand 
in several waves of canoe voyages between roughly 1320 and 1350. A tattoo practice as old 
as the Maya civilization (/‘maro/) was a Mesoamerican civilization that existed from 
antiquity to the early modern period. It is known by its ancient temples and glyphs (script). 
The Maya script is the most sophisticated and highly developed writing system in the 
pre-Columbian Americas. The civilization is also noted for its art, architecture, mathematics, 
calendar, and astronomical system. Much like old Mayan glyphs, we once resorted to the first 
letter icons, for codex. An old Christian doctrin of scribes was once to create a letter icon for 
every first letter assigned unto each Chapter, to create a hidden codex. A practice that is long 
gone. Time is money? Time IS money, that is, for a working man, logically stated and hated. 
Yet, Tattoos are still around. But some tattoos are of extremely low quality. 

One advice or advise, might be to wait till you can afford the real good tattoo artwork. 

Or maybe, up till then, choose to work illusively with marks and tattoos. 

As goes for the history of marks or codexes, be they Atlantean, Sumerian. Babylonian, 
Mayan or Egyptian, in their nature. Many still upheld the old Egyptian Hieroglyphics as 
being the height of human evolution. It is still questionable as to what the difference really is 
between Mayan glyphs or Egyptian hieroglyphics. Many different codexes, can only tell us 
of different eras throughout time, itself. Different realms and different dimensions. Tell us of 
many different civilisation structures, throughout time. That is, if you even believe in such. 
Believe in time. If you even believe in time as a concept of nature. Many people, believers or 
non-believers, will eventually outgrow it, given their age, tear and wear. 

Serpents will however always swear by the trinity lore of the South Americas. 

Meaning the Mayan glyphs. The trinity lore, back then being: 

INCA. AZTEC. MAYA. (IAM). But ask is there even any aim to it, less it be illusive? 
IAM. Maybe there is an: I AM to it. But it more or less sounds like another zebra, dreamt 
up to divide and conquer. We all remember the oldest feuds of all, the Spanish Inquisition, a 
war raged from Europe. But any conflict must be resorted by your own true self. But to lay 

a Judgement day, upon the shoulders of yourself, can only be your very own war. To lay it 
upon the shoulders of others, is even worse. Any, if not all, creative battles should really be 
fought, on paper or canvas, fought by pens and brushes and never ever manifest as real war, 
in any peaceful realm or reality. So help me Cod. 


CODEX One 
MOTHER 


Many women are known to be mothers, yet more importantly, some women are also known 
to be real MOTHERS. Creatures becoming selfaware. The dawn of creation. And Myst 
soared over the barren rock of a dead World. The Serpent struck into the core of Sun, Earth 
and Moon. An Ankh of life, once sought, in the lone Deserts of the Sahara’s, that virtually, 
holds no lifeforms. Yet, life always seems to find it’s way, much like the nature of water. 

The water of life. Nomads and Desert people, in deserts finding ways of tapping into the blue 
spheroid, to drain out moisture and water. To maintain their survival under the most harsh 

of all known conditions. Once a dawn of creation. Upon a lonely and torn World, consisting 
only of hard rock and Desert sands. Life spawned by a fluke of destiny and by sheer luck. 
Myst struck the dry surface of the planet and created a blue spheroid over a dead surface 
World. All done by the seeds of Myst, forming the mists of creations and the dew drops, that 
spawned and erected the water of life, a down pour of life, the Amoeba, spawning and 
birthing a plentitude and a multitude of creatures. And yet, amidst the dusk of twilight, 
dwelled all the Djinns and other twilight creatures. Struck with envy towards the spawn, 
named as a God Amoeba. Souls riding a water grave. Dyjinns and other twilight creatures, 
that truely, were lost and deemed as old lost cargo, from a once fallen World, still floods 

this existence. Creatures locked in the blue spheroid, swimming lost in their own blue eyes, 
oceans of Dyjinns and Spirits, were always struck by feud, fighting and debating, whether 
man was created out of clay or formed out of a mere rib? Yet, all Djinns, Spirits and Souls, 
alike, most times would find themselfs locked within a ribcage, in one of the damned. 

A Skinwalker. Creatures under the Cross. Only resulting in a World locked in between 
Worlds. There are worlds, and there will always be worlds, that travel without the Sun. 

So is the deep magic with most black necromancer nomads, lost on barren shores and in dry 
deserts, seeking deploy and salvage, in order to get by. Seeking the water of life. Where there 
is freshwater, there is life, like a fresh down pour from the heavens, from the blue Spheroid, 
also named as the blue Dragon. The water element holds no boundaries, has no borders, it 
evaporates and flows, endlessly and limitlessly into almost all matter and fabric. The blue 
Dragon, as a hidden veil over a red code. Yet, the blue spheroid can only hold the red code, 
given some logic, if it even exists? But the dreaded element of a red code, is most often 
assigned unto the element of Sin. WHY? Does it not only bring about the element of divinity 
and the terminology of being HOLY? The Danish word, stands alone: Syndefaldet? I truely 
hate the very old Entish or Danish wording of it. The very zebra that is assigned to it, the 
binary or trinary understandness of it, is somewhat problematic. The old Entish brings about, 
at least, two interpretations. Fallen by Sin? Or is it the fall from Sin? The fall of Sin? Once 
upon a time, was the colour of red blood, considered as being sinful. The red code of blood. 
Menstrual blood and the following superstitious lore, from the olden days of the renaissance, 
tragically re-entered the victorian age, women actually feeling shameful over their periods 
or their menstrual blood. However, as goes for the male Godly perspective, as always, taking 
the HOLY high ground and proclaiming, that the exposure of the female uterus was indeed 
the ultimate butchery Sin. However, accidents and red codes do happen, and we must always 
remember to tend our wounds and tend the wounds of other victims. But the very conflict 
over life, itself, basically layed upon the shoulders of all women, by the exposure of their 
inner working of their uterus, the vessel of birth and life, which in return, birthed lame terms 
and terminologies, such as the HOLY grail and much else nonsense. All in all, most people 
ending up praying, for rain to replenish Mother Earth. 


Like a breath of fresh air, after some heavy showers of rain. Rain that replenish the Earth as 
well as the Air. The Mother being the water of life. And some will name water as the greatest 
source of all, capable of putting out all the fires in any Immortal Phoenix. Yet, the tiresome 
superstitious lore of baptisms, can still hold elements, of both fire and water. A fire Baptism 
as well as a water Baptism. Eventually we all come to know the difference. Come to know 
the difference between War and Peace. AREAL MOTHER. Like the severed head of, 
Johannes the Baptist, on a silver platter. 


CODEX Two 
Yielded by pressure 


Your own mental state of mind is often dictated by your own bodily functions. Yielded by 
pressure. Many women yield under pressure to release the sexual pressure off and upon men. 
Yielded and shielded by real men? As goes for this writing hour. We always hear certain 
people ask: But are the texts timeless, timeless enough? Will these texts be able to stand the 
test of time? The question alone, is somewhat stupid. Considering the element of time, itself. 
The time engine and the Ghost in the machine. The year 2001 AD? 9/11 occurring in New 
York City, in the year 2001 AD? But then, mysteriously, followed by 7 newly build Towers? 
But 7 towers erected in the timespand of? Now, trust me, that is ABSOLUTELY impossible. 
And the explainatory of it, even worse. Question then becomes: Do you use humanoid 
androids, cyborgs or what? Such an question, can only arise if you believe time, itself, to be 
liniar. Sounds out there, that I do know. And if the humanoid androids, dont even know it 
themselfs. Don’t know of their own pedicaments, their own slavehood, then it will, only be 
opening up a can of worms. Then being the sex dirtback, that I truely am, sticking my nose 
in all the porno, since the days of deep-throating, Linda Lovelace. Discovering an Odd 
Porno Time-mix, a Strange combo, here and there, yet sexy ones, but still? But how? Well, 
you tell me? One bird still got her shoulder birth mark, the other bird still got her buttock’s 
tattoo, on her left buttock. I mean, I kinda knew and have met the girls and the guy, but like 
several decades apart? Tic-Toc, right? No way can time be linear. | mean ABSOLUTELY no 
way, can time be liniar. Leading onto a lot of weird questions, concearning age and the myth 
of Methusalem, himself. So? Boo Hoo, what can we do. My best guess is nothing. 
Absolutely nothing. Absolutely Nada. And if it all, is about trade in sex and bodies, that gets 
moved through time and space, in some highend prostitution racket. Boy, the depths of those 
hells! Must be hot as hell. SEXY. Really, really, really horny, thought the Goat. 

Then trying to cope mentally by use of humor. Such nice inner visuals from a seer, holding 
no wings. A female uterus running around on two acorns? Kinda fucked up! Auuch mi corns? 
Uuh Uuth Cuckoo! Above as below. And what about the french head? Huh? A silent drill. 
Haven’t heard one of those since my deploy into Greece. DAMN bat ears. Trying to recall, 
what the hell followed back then, back in Greece? The more you reflect upon these issues, 
the more weird your mind set becomes. Some people actually do alot of self damage, 

in order to drain themselfs. But the Holy men, on holy grounds, must await an accident, 
happening out of the blue, in order to bleed? Hard men do it themselfs, as they run out of 
patience. I mean, how fucked up does that not sound? So we check today’s headlines on the 
medias. Fake news combined with static news. The daily Khu. The daily air. News is static. 
Headline: A letter from 2070? We are all gonna, make it? Written by who or whom? 
Someone still trying to sell linear time, so people will get back to work. I simply cannot 
believe in it, anymore. Do not believe in liniar time. Period. 


Get back to work! Why, the hell should I? It is a joke. Maybe John Keats get me? An Ode to 
Maia. Fancy words? We all have periods of fancy words. But I will always love an Ode to 
intellectuality and an Ode to individualism. In other words, must we all join the circus? 

The rat race? That in all likelyhood would be mankind, itself, named as Homo Sapiens. 
Sometimes, you only need to ask a woman, but one question: Would you rather own a white 
enamel toilet or own a black enamel toilet? All will know the answer in advance, said the 
knight with the lanse, stuck in an antiquated old dance. Square dancing? What about, the 
Saturday Night Fever. Oh..brother or otter..!.. 


CODEX Three 
Djinns 


Death so becomes you, Master. The Ghostly hours of the white entities, also named 
celestrials from the void of dead stars. A good picture. A picture of a Zombie farmer, tending 
his brain crops. Good idea. Must be worth or buck or two, for the artist, in question. It must 
have been inspired by a Cabbage field, I trust? I most definitely hope that it is cabbage 
inspired! Besides all the former lazy artists, turning scribes, always gets fed to the Cods or 
the Hogs, by the dozen. The fright night of death, itself. Inspired by the real Grimreaper’s 
lullabies. The Grimreaper Djinn, himself. Who really knows, boys and girls? Huh? Brain and 
cabbage stew. Dunno...the french people would know! It is awful french stereotype of me, 
but it must be in the french cook-book, somewhere. Emperor Napoleon’s brainy stew. 

Twin Genetics of Dupont and Dupont, oldtimer, oldcrimer. The more I think upon it. 

Certain words that you said unto me? I only trust a cigarette smoker. I only trust a beer 
drinker. I only trust a working man. I only trust cops. I only trust people who eat food. 

I only trust people who farts. I only trust people that shits. I only trust people that suffer. 
Really sounds like something originating from something that must be dead like. You know, 
like dead? Maybe some sick dead Hen? So basically, only trusting in people, that gets the 
job done! Right? What is the wage, the hourly rate? Then again, having come this far, why 
bother? Anyway, I have been to countless job sessions, in many of those judgemental job 
tribunals, one after the other, on this damn Enterprise. Enough to finally being able to dodge 
any kind of job. A sign of intelligence is an awareness of one’s own ignorance. Please...Leo.. 
Leo Ludicris...spare me! Speak for yourself. When life gives you demons... I mean lemons. 
Maybe even Djinns. Anyhow, guess I already have tired you all out, by pure boredom. This 
fine morning at 02:04 AMP. I was hitting the sack, last night, at roughly 17:26 AMP. Yup, 

no lie, | am missing, like half an hour in this zone. My livingroom. Let’s name it the couch 
zone. Any room for the couch, onboard the Millenium Falcon? In order to repeat myself. If I 
only had the money, the power and the means, to commission, an oil painting from the famed 
artist and painter Kvium. A portrait of a white man, hit with deformity, his face twisted in 
pure angst and agony. He has an old gold pocket watch, surgical implanted in his stomach, 
like some Frankenstein. He wears a red santa hat, while he shits brownish Christmas 
presents, out through his rotting asshole. If I only had the means, I would gladly pay the 
price. Problably, have to do it myself, right? The title could be: The eternal war on 
Christmas. Yet, most people love Christmas. Well, in return I would ask, does it not 

entirely, depend on what Christmas brings? In Scandinavian countries, it is the usual 
Gregorian Christmas that sometimes is combined with the German traditions. Some people 
even choose American traditions or other. But hey! People, the world is a much bigger place. 


The Mexican day of the dead. The Day of the Dead, combines the ancient Aztec custom of 
celebrating ancestors with All Souls Day. The holiday, is celebrated in Mexico on November 
lst and November 2nd. It is a family reunion, respecting the dead ancestors with guests of 
honor. Maybe you should ask yourselfs, if not the Djinns are those seated in the seat of the 
Egyptian Ammon. Same thing, really. Be it, Mayan or Egyptian. Maybe why, I still prefer 
Haloween over Christmas. Way more fun. Placing Haloween on winter solstice, itself, could 
be cool. All Souls Day on Solstice. But I guess, that all of us, can judge upon the matter, 
ourselfs. If we dare go against the traditions. When in the hood, then do what the KKK do? 
Nah! It was truely meant as a joke. When in the hood, do what the hoodies do. But wouldn’t 
it be cool dancing around Grandma’s stiff, on Christmas eve, instead of some lame dancing 
around some poor dead tree. Mamma, where did Dad get the stiff, this year? It has been a 
very slow year for us, honey! Your Dad had to go, to the nearest graveyard, himself. Digging 
up the stiff, all by himself. Poor dad. For the love of Cod, safe some trees, man! 

On an entirely different note. The Mexican food tip of the day: EAT TACOS. Oh...Man! 
would you just look at her tacos. Nah..you know her tacos. No. No. The Tacos. The food, 
dumbass! The Goddesses eyes. Guessing where those traits stem from? Such eyes of sheer 
beauty. The beautiful tribalism of the eye wear. Pearls round the eyes. I am only guessing 
here, but maybe middle eastern traditions. Arabic fashion? Might be a hindu tradition. 
Definitely an eastern tradition. Selling it all. 

The holy Coffee beans, now on sale in STARBUCKS® but problably got stolen by 
Baresso®. Still a big fan of the famed truth sayer Television series, named: 

Battlestar Galactica. 

Starbuck’s titties, to die for, extremely titty popular back then, they still are visually .!. 
Good coffee, but not all the time, thought the alcoholic. POURDAD WHISKEY®. 

Twin Genetics. Common guy: Take it easy. Galadriel: Do not let your heart be troubled. 
Common guy: | think so too. Galadriel: For it is also in my mind. Common guy: I love it. 
Galadriel: I do not deny that my heart has greatly desired this. I will still prefer the stuck- 
up Galadriel approach...it is way more fun! Djinns served with two nicks. Gin & Tonic? 
Nah, not really. Me then be thinking: The soul shard. A collection of 45 Essays, or is it to 

be named 45 Short Stories? Hopefully inspiring other stories. Let me try and write with less 
profanity. But I find it to be extremely difficult. When will this end? Never! said the blabber 
mouth. We all got live off something. Master Yoda looks at Grogu and says: Do or do not, 
there is no try. Grogu, then refusing to move one God damn muscle, then says: Boomer, oki 


and facing the envy of two green eyed goblins. None being able to decide anything, other 
than agreeing on that green element, created by pure envy. Yet, green habitats always hold 
life. So hatred towards life? Does it not sound somewhat dead in it’s final conclusion? Yet, I 
too so hate broccoli. That damn salad buffet. 


CODEX Four 
Yeti’s Tooth 


Young sexy Yeti seeks Penguin. A hungry Yeti trying to eat a penguin. Doing some reading. 
Today’s date, but more importantly, what is today’s saldo. I am on it! Full Moon is only 12 
nights away. On the 24th of february 2024. My calory count. Oh..Boy. No booze. 

No cigarettes. Just eating for comfort. Obesity mode. Fuck it. Wonder as to how much shite, 
I will have to deal with, this time round, fuck it. The ping to the Emperor Penguin. 


Unbearable hindsight, past all the silence of the secret holy-moly clubs of Count Dooku, 

in the shadow council of old Denmark. Evicted by the King’s bailiff, seeking a chinese tea 
leaf. Strike one: South Street number 11. Strike two: Meadow’s Plot number 6. Let me guess 
strike three: Looongshite Park number 12. It needs to end! No? Didn’t even count the 5-7 
times, of all the cover-up evictions, that I went through, that got silenced to death. Allburgh 
and Roadlaugh, lost count, myself. Got an early retirement deal. At least, that was what I 
thought, but then most of us suddenly, gets suspended to get expedited and banished as state- 
less. 1am guessing here, been through it before, yet another, bank scandal, yet another fluke 
that got utterly ignored, since december 2024. I am getting extremely angry and I have even 
been eating? Was it God’s peace granted and rendered? Keep it, I want house peace. Safe- 
haven is what I seek. The X ping. HELLO DENMARK. Yeah, I am at it again? I got hit with 
cold turkey syndromes (A lot of withdrawal symptoms) and is hopping mad. No food and no 
drinks, and just getting really pissed off. Asked for renewal of my credit card in December, 
of last year. It was all done, electronically, nonetheless, still with a filed request. No lie. But 
stored where? I started of being kind, kind manners, as usual. Just wanted a simple answer. 

A Yes or a No. Saldo is (currently): 14.842 Danish crowns. But I still got no window, no life- 
line, nor any opportunity for delivery. The fucking planned obsolence, of a credit card. SIM 
card can virtually never ever wear down? Always some authorities seeking confirmation on 
one’s ID. Fuck this Danish system. Period. It is even global, I guess. I could literary kill for a 
big bottle of Coca-Cola. What else needs to be said? Service or not, none is gonna get sex in 
the mausoleum, anyhow? Read a book or five thousand. The future has always been around. 
If it works, dont touch it. If it works, why fix it? You just might wanna dust off the modem 
occassionally. Just saying. So is it gonna be one of those crime and time issues, again? When 
the true crime is the time, itself. I mean HELLO. 


CODEX Five 
Safehaven 


Safed by the law, but robbed by lawyers. Those hired by the law, serving the law, living by 
and off the law. Breathing by the letter of the law. Still many will say that it is more civilised, 
than in the old West, of a hangman’s court and the following tea party, where onlookers 
enjoyed a good hanging in the nearest gallow tree, accompanied by cucumber sandwiches 
and good tea. All that people really seek, is a Safehaven, any peace of a Safehaven will do. 
Therefore a few many words on the Royalty payments: It is not to be confused with all the 
Royal families. For companies, google Royalties (brand management agency). 

For the Television, google Royalties (TV). For music and soundtrack, google Royalties 
(soundtrack). For books, google Royalties (Literature). For Artwork, google Royalties (Art). 
I think you might find the search results, somewhat disturbing, into certain fields of our own 
creativity. Copyright, should still settle most issues, I trust. If not? Signatures was once 
upheld as a safe mark of any contract. But these days no one can even read the signatures, 
due to creativity. Fun fact. A royalty payment is a payment made by one party to another that 
owns a particular asset, for the right to the ongoing use of the creative asset. Royalties are 
typically agreed upon as a percentage of gross or net revenues, derived from the use of the 
creative asset or a fixed price per unit sold as an item of the creative asset, but there are also 
other modes and metrics of compensation. (A royalty interest is the right to collect a stream 
of future royalty payments. This can and will only cause conflicts, in regards to renewal of 
the products or the assets). To even name it as being a right? A license agreement defines the 
terms under which a resource or a property are licensed, by one party to another, 


either without restriction or subject to a limitation of terms, business or geographic 

territory, type of product, etc. License agreements can be regulated, by Enterprise or 
Government, by the resource owner, or they can be private contracts that follow a general 
structure. The Americans have a two chamber system, much like an old Roman senate. 

Blue Democrats and Red Republicans. I was pleased to learn that some people started the 
Libertarian Party (LP). It is a political party in the United States, that promotes civil liberties, 
promotes non-interventionism, laissez-faire capitalism, and tries limiting the size and scope 
of governmental influence. I would most definitely support such a trinity lore upon any 
ruling organs or institutions. Securing our individual human rights. However, certain types 
of franchise agreements have comparable provisions. Always read the letters in small prints. 
Certain things never ever seems to change. Some might claim that if people cannot read, yet 
alone, understand, then the problem is solved. Should anger a great many of us, I would say. 
Correct me, if I am wrong, but the old legistration on patents, copyright and ownership of 
creative assets ran for 50 years, untill they were released unto the public domains. Ergo, a 50 
year window of opportunity, to create your fortune. But I trust most people always will take 
a percentage off the money earned and reinvest and renew their creative assets, into newer 
assets, than in return could run for another 50 years. Securing Royalties. But the question 
would then amount to the question why should or would we ever destroy such a great old 
system? Yet, I trust much of the old systems are broken down, due to the demand of endless 
renewal and progress. Yet, certain elements will never change in terms of creativity. And yet, 
such Royalties, should they not also apply for any web ventures? Should they not also apply 
for the World Wide Web. Why not? Could feed a lot of on-line workers, slaving for peanuts. 
So what is the beef about? Someone still expecting that some people would work for them, 
for free, I guess. Which should anger a great many of us, dare I say it, if not all of us. A hard 
fact is that corruption always will find it’s way unto most people, one way or the other, 
because we all need to live off or by something. Maybe art will corrupt art, all by itself, due 
to the search for the endless renewal, thereby birthing corrupted imagetry. Truthfully stated. 


CODEX Six 
The Infant’s Cradle 


Tic. A tick in a child’s diaper. An old pensioner licking a shitty diaper from a toddler, when 
he thinks that no one is looking. A priest of the church violently shaking a baby at it’s own 
baptism. A shake and bake colony? Oh brother or otter. All those shitty disciples from the old 
troll master. Master Whoda. Everybody Knowda. Master Whoda and his troll wife Yoyoda, 
eloped with Darth’s Waders. Went to Paris and became a punk writer, in her later years. Yet, 
as goes for being high on something, I personally, had my first cup of coffee, at a very young 
age. But I do believe, that most vow to the fact that the psychology of a child and it’s own 
character, is founded and reared within, the child’s first three years of living. That is what 
most people say and swear by. Always maintaining a clean protocol for the child, in it’s first 
three years. In my case, I dont think so. I once was, for a whole three years. But later on in 
life, we get addictive to Caffeine, Sugar and other drugs. A positive attitude is like a cup of 
coffee, it won’t fix everything, but it does make early mornings more tolerable. 

Master Whoda always pray his holy bean, named Grogu. He does so every morning upon 
each dawn. And then all his merry children drink tea with milk and sugar, but secretly 
wishing for one of those holy coffee enemas or enemata. Holy Shit. I suppose and trust that 
the above mentioned lines, would classify one as being somewhat of a Punk writer. 


The green eyed Grogu, being the eternal apprentice, dead or alive. Older times and olden 
tongues answering unto the Osiris, from the Ouroboros. 


CODEX Seven 
Old Omens 


Old Omens. Omens can be of both good and bad nature. An Omen is basically a sign, or a 
tell sign of the current situation. But the oldest of all bad Omens is still named God. 

The ONE God perceived as a singularity. Mister invisible. Mister God. The ONE God 
amoeba that always fights the twin genetics. Always fights against the Serpent’s duality 
tongue. The binary of two separated feet, that are capable to move freely. Women must not 
get too horny, right? Know, that the God amoeba, truely is the Monogamy. The Holy 
Matrimony. Or did my MOTHER try out some money for once? The one celled amoeba 
named as a God? The very glory of the Homo Sapiens, that peacefully, rest on top of all the 
food chains, found in nature, but still stuck on top of the food pyramid. Is it not really 
another re-run of the emergence of a white dumb master race. Like the old Ghandi tale from 
the Hindu, the tale of a white master race that suddenly imigrated from the northern regions 
and fucked all the hindu women and multiplied like rats. Which in return only birthed the 
feared old caste systems of old India. The caste system has existed in some form in India for 
at least 3000 years. It is a social hierarchy passed down through families, and it can dictate 
the professions of a person’s work or his or her crafts, as well, as the aspects of their social 
lives, including whom they can marry. Then most Indian people asking about skin colour and 
possible tell signs of any tan lines, and to whom they may fuck? Kinda fucked up, if you ask 
me. Even older is the Egyptian tale of the feared Imoteph. The tale of the middle Kingdoms 
and the emergence of a monogamous cult, belonging to Nefertiti and the King Pharaoh, back 
then, named as Echnaton or Akhenaton. Problably only capable of birthing an atom, through 
the arms of Greece. Akhenaten, also spelled Akhenaton or Echnaton, was an ancient 
Egyptian pharaoh reigning c. 1353-1336 or 1351-1334 BC, the tenth ruler of the Eighteenth 
Dynasty. Before the fifth year of his reign, he was known as Amenhotep IV. The emergence 
of a cult, within the traditions of an ancient Egyptian established reign. The very dread of 
Matrimony. Marriage. All of Egypt, back then, praying to the Gods, to turn the river of the 
Nile, into a river of milk, to avoid starvation. Then they got hit by a rain of frogs, from the 
heavens. The irony. And so the seven blessings of the heavens, slowly turned into the seven 
curses of ancient Egypt. The all feared curse of the Egyptian Mummy. Curse? Did it rain 
with dart frogs? Huh? So a Pyramid dart board. Oh, that would be new! Dart games. Darts or 
dart-throwing is a competitive sport in which two or more players bare handedly throw small 
sharp-pointed projectiles known as darts at a round target, also known as a dartboard. Also 
known as the lethal Monkey boards, of the one good eye. So your own blessings turned into 
a curse, huh? The irony. People praying to avoid starvation and it turned out that frogs also 
are really good eats. They also taste good. The irony. The curse of the Egyptian Mummy? 
Despite that all in existence, fully know that Ma’at and Nuut, the mother and the daughter of 
dawn is in full rest, fully restful upon each dawn, with only their own beauty to mourn. It’s 
dawn that always will rest upon an even six, so they may walk straight and talk straight. The 
foundation of six. The rainbow six, sometimes ridiculed as the old Mayan rainbow warrior. 
Yet, the rainbow itself, a miracle of splendor to behold, sheer beauty to gaze upon. 

The rainbow itself, ever so peaceful, to behold. Not even a sound of an even six. But it does 
exist. Peace do exist, not having any sound, not even if the rainbow should, emerge over the 
Khufu pyramid of the old Kingdom, in the city of Cairo. 


Ever such a nice memory of the day, still lingering with you at night time, when you eat your 
daily measures, gently asking: Does this dish come with curry and rice? Nice! 

Then be nice. I can only but try, said the old six-pack. I so do love, the restful peaceful 
nights and the Moon. 


CODEX Eight 


Pagan Cross Predators 


Predators are known meat eaters, known as carnivores. Humanoids, however, are indeed 
omnivore creatures. Which means they can eat and devour almost anything, in order, to 
maintain and sustain life. Some humans still do insist, that the dish is nicely cloaked in curry 
and rice. Those humans that still serve humanity and some good cooking. I have got one for 
the books, Son! You just wiped out all of humanity, in one God damn blow! Huh? Who, me? 
Let me guess, did I macho, do it all single handedly? Nah, that doesn’t sound right, now does 
it! thought the ranker of a wanker. The wanker? You know, him with the one really strong 
left arm. The wanker sat down: I might however, have ended and exterminated God, once 
and for all. A different issue all together! An old tired out skinwalker under his own Cross. 
But no more mind confusions. The end of mind fucks, that is for my part. So hopefully, no 
more dead stars of white dead entity singularities, but only the rebirth into a multitude of a 
great and vast plentitude. Hopefully a rebound of Mother Earth, herself. Twin genetics to 
last. Some people or individuals, with the guts for it, actually name it as a Multiverse, Matrix 
or other. Other people or individuals, might name them as the MOTHERS of the Universe. 
Masters or Mothers? Same. Same, in some parts of both known and unknown worlds. Same. 
Same? Lame. Lame, right? Nah, the lame cannot walk, dude! Obviously! The Soul shard. 

I am guessing in advance, but the very end-conclusion, might end up with something alone 
these lines, but further elaborated. Censorship and the tiresome ban-business from 

countless churches and holy orders. Decades worth of countless people, lost people, millions 
of people that have been trying to find a stronger word or vocabulary for the term IDIOT. 
The word Imbecile has been suggested. The remedy is and will always be random ipp 
adresses, and on all known ipp adresses to fight any ownership issues of the flesh or any 
censorship. But if you cannot even honor your own law, nor your esteemed creation, and 

run from all the signed agreements? Justification. But into what? Maybe the justification, if 
sought in nature, should be this: There must always be a random programming of all the ipp 
adresses, much like the nature of water, running in all directions, thereby securing our 
propulsion. If people gets killed, you cannot really blame others than yourself, for raising 
countless revengeful people in a wrong fashion or bringing them up in a wrong state of 
affairs. It is truely your own Blendwerk, not mine. Your own judgement, upon your own 
path of vanity. IDIOT? Think that I finally am gonna land on the word: GOD. God is truely 
a much stronger word than IDIOT. Although the very end-conclusion might hold a lot more 
profanity, but way more elaborated. You know me. Stealing it from the order of the pen. 

The pure white and frightening dawn of a terrible Tsunami. Assuming that most people are 
stupid is probably the dumbest thing of all. Sometimes the waves of just one mind raises 
both hells and high waters. 666. The Pagan Predators, often worshipping the Crow letters 

of all the pen struggling children. The worship of that old native and tribal Crow religion, 
the worship of all weird alphabets, but also honor the knowledge of all known signs, like 

the known english A to Z, not to forget the worship of all the unknown Crow letters, that is 
capable to renew us all in spirit, so the sign of beasts may continue. There cannot be, but one 
order, nor can there be but one truth, to all of existence. There can only be Creationism. 


CODEX Nine 
I Once Was 


I once was. But given the state of this mausoleum, I actually think that it, eventually will 
apply for every single one of us. I once was. Steve Jobs also once was. When you look upon 
the latest visuals of Steve Jobs. The last photos of him, peeled to the bone. He was a walking 
skeleton. A skinwalker. No wonder. But the more you think about it. Yikes. Applepay worked 
as a charm and someone at the top, freaked out, just couldn’t deal with the new ways, due to 
the fact that it actually worked or what? Think about it. The big killing spree, that followed 
in the financial sectors, in the American banking industry. Goldman Sachs, in a long line of 
other bank lay offs. I mean present status report. I used Applepay for a good month, having 
no credit card. Still have a SIM. They sure closed that window down and fast, as usual I 
might add. Mobilepay followed. And now this Danish MyOwnID check up. Someone should 
really be ashamed of themselfs, but problably not how they roll. I mean shouldn’t you all feel 
somewhat embarrassed? No. No. I mean ALL OF YOU. No wonder Jobs resisted till the very 
end. Steve Jobs was apparently put on this Earth to upgrade Moses old stone tablets and got 
turned down. He got turned down by cancer, right? But he never ever turned around. 

Maybe how someone rolls and rules, by use of cancer, reading me, slim? I mean? HELLO. 
All the more reason to proclaim God, himself, as an UTTER IDIOT. Nothing more than a 
God amoeba, that deserves total extermination, ending up only resting and sleeping on 
expensive silk sheets, in the nearest brothel keep. A wet stain, doomed to be eternally and 
totally exterminated. The more I stick my nose, in this faul, faul soup, the more fucking 
aggravated, I become. I mean, people like Steve Jobs or Stephen Hawking, glorified as the 
real legends, they truely were and still is, but as always their legacy will always suffer 
immense ridicule, which only in return will anger their children and grandchildren and many 
more people and their followers beyond repair. The very people who gave us progress and 
hope. Something to live for. Isn’t it the same lame horseshite that keeps hitting that old 
racketeering circus under some Godly proclaimed status. Which no one even can define 
anyway. A joke. I truely mean it: Fuck God. Period. That is what usually happens. Abortion. 
Cannot blame any woman or women in general. I mean the more I view this life. Fuck me. 
Lines like: being taken by a big strangler Anaconda, must be a nice way to go. What would 
you choose, the knife or a gun? They do say death by fire, is immense painful. I mean the 
more you view this, you kinda think. Who the fuck comes up with these lame lame lines? 
Someone beating their cock off, in a rundown morgue? Dare I say it, I highly doubt anyone 
will be able to preform sex in any morgue. Sex in the morgue? It is a stiff, alright, 

but definitely not a stiffy, some might claim it to be a boner and that is really a no brainer. 

I might actually end up saying: Hail Satan, but then again! Where will that take me? 
Uncertainty towards the future is somewhat problematic. Especially if you got a big problem 
with the concept of time. A clockwork is just a manmade construct of mentalism upon our 
minds. The concept of time. Time, itself, kinda takes us to the 1980s. The very Introduction 
of summertime and wintertime. Still find it a big joke and knows exactly what you are trying 
to pull, oldtimer. What has that got to do with those two towers? Your very own explainatory 
back then was to safe energy? Huh? Safe play of the day: Hail All Immortal Legions. HAIL. 
HELLO. The good old ways of the good old days? 

I do have personal problems. I will choose six personal problems. Alcohol (Beer+Whiskey). 
Tobacco. Weed or Hash (Sativa Cannabis). Food (but of nature). Housing (usually rent). 
Plenty of Sex? Six is Simple, Sex is not, time for a Dimple. Some name it as being angelical 
self-aware. Well, ain’t that the truth! Former master chefs ending up feeding on Cans and 
Whiskey. Chef game is totally hard. Fucking nutters. Saviors born to safe the world from the 
world, rhymes with a world of hurt. But, at least, we eat. Said the turd of hurt? 

I once was a master chef. Amen unto Amenta. 


CODEX Ten 
Aden 


An Aden sought an Eden. An Ankh from the Serpent erected all life on the barren rocks, 
voids and spheres. Entire worlds eclipse with life, teeming with life. Then an Ankh sought 
an Ark. An Ankh of life sought an Arch of the heavens. The crown of a Cobra and a Vuture. 
A Medusa crown of ordered madness to rule amongst insanity. And amidst all the twilight 
searching for all knowledge, all the Gods then thought: BUT ONE GOD? Only one heaven 
and yet all the days hold so many different heavens. There once was but one heaven. The 
history of the Heavens, the words from the Godly scribe named Thoth. Atlantean Tehuty of 
Atlantis. But only one heaven? An unholy God amoeba of a single celled organism. A one 
celled organism. One heaven in one day? Look upon each day and the multitude of different 
heavens, like cloaked clouds floating in locked blue. The blue Dragon. But only one God? 
An all powerful God, most likely a dead entity. Some dead white light of the abyss. Who or 
whom, on all of Earth would serve, yet alone, answer unto such a dead throne? 

The Shitmover yoga girl, the daughter of McCloud, then suddenly says: To shroom or not 

to shroom? I chose shroom. If you do, remember to get a room. Magic mushrooms. Getting 
high, alit and much more. It was mushmore and it was an adventure. I had set an intention, 

I knew that it wasn’t gonna be easy and was on top of a mountain? Mount Mushmore of the 
four high dudes. The elements were raw as were all the emotions, all at once. Is it the 
daylight, the pupils? She is NOT in LOVE....looking? Are you looking? Yeah, at your fine 
beautiful pupils. Oh, them eyes? You cheeky? Problem is that sometimes you just cannot 
close it back down. Once a mind is lit. But if you keep insisting on a cut-off head on a silver 
platter, some baptist’s record, leaps to mind. Then may it be on your own head and may it be 
your very own head. That old superstious lore needs to end. Period. But sorrow to say, it does 
not even require drugs nor any magic mushrooms. But people do those drugs because 
everybody is just plain fed up waiting for natures way or the highway. Tired of awaiting the 
seeing capabilities from within. Therefore natives worked out the trickery of nature long ago. 
Some white view of health as holy? Some truth to this, that is from my perspective. Weeds 
are then, considered holy for some of us. If only we can get our hands on it. Once you get 
high, yet everybody hates to get ordered back down. A bit like climbing a mountain. 

The upward struggle is hard, the downward troth is easy on you, easy as an elf troth, but all, 
everybody just hates to loose the view of any beauty. The three sisters of the Rebecca 
Benedicts always stood tall. Be it three women of flesh and blood or the three sisters of Glen 
Coe made in stone, yet I trust, that someone always will swear by the blood stone tablets. 
Maybe creating cyborgs and androids, alike. Hello...future. Goodbye. Goodbye cruel world. 
I’m leaving you today. A really good song. 


CODEX Eleven 


Nosferatus 


Nosfera. First Book of Nosfera. Vampires Hominus. A passover of the dead, yet, those of the 
dead still living. A mind. The mentalism of soul and souls, mind and minds. 

Appointed priests and Kingpriests acting out their daily deeds of curses in the temple of their 
Lord. Priests and Holy men, that transcend time and space in order to turn themselfs into 
hollow men, so they may serve as Gods unto Gods. Solomon unto his sons shall seal a new 
firmament unto the heavens. The passover of the dead, by the dead, brings only the sacrifice 
of soul and souls, alike. 


Soul delivered into the hands of the dead boatman in the passing of the ancient river. Souls 
to transcent unto Dwat/Duat and into the fiery scalepans of hearts, governed by the Anubis. 
Bodies resting in crypts, their Ka. The holy body itself, a temple for souls, for the greater 
wings of Egypt. Eons of time have passed with higher law, rules and judgements carved into 
dead stone. Even written down on paper, only to be burned. Please know that Commanded 
are all commandments by the living force of nature. All the six elements. Thus will the great 
wheel close, but only to unlock each soul unto the Moon-Well of souls, where most that hold 
breath dawns into the eternal damnation upon life. All will try to cease life, itself, amongst 
their own dead weary bones. The vampires still walk among us. The Vampire Hominus 
belongs in the air. Is linked unto the Air elements. The sonar of bat wings, which also lives in 
the night sky. Those that resides within their Ka. Most will stigmatize such creatures to be of 
the damned, utterly insane. But the creatures themselfs fear not, for they have found 

inner peace. Thus they, themselfs, becomes the most feared element amongst the unruly 
dead. Such flight from within the Ka, manifests as inner visions. The stargazing done from 
within our Ka. They have found emmence peace, because they know, that they have been 
recieved by a higher grace. Thus the circle closes by a silent mouth of an Ouroboros. All 
knowledge is intertwined and all knowledge intertwined births an Ouroboros, the Serpent 
Ouroboros. Serpents, the energy snakes that twirl within us all. Serpents, the vipers and 
rattlers, that glide into our dead tombs, to raise the dead in a romance of a necromance. 
Serpents that travel like nomads in the Mausoleum called Earth. Creatures bound by surface 
and not knowing of any heaven. Amidst such surface world lays the greater Hospitals. Still 
cannot change the fact that most hospitals function as a kill unit for the twin genetics. 
Hospitals that are run by the God amoeba. To fight God is everyday business. There are 
porters at every hospital gate. Knight’s Templers that willingly choose to serve such a white 
bliss of sheer ignorance. Within the Hospitals, are the people resting in their beds, as well as 
in their Ka, their bodies. The sleeper’s coffin. In the Ka, we all burn off the fat, which is 
accustomed to a full night of rest, sleeping and astral travelling beyond. It’s a surface world 
of Mausoleums and Hospitals, and among them, the rare gravemarker of a tomb or a crypt. 
The tombs, the crypts, the homes of the unruly dead. Oasis upon oasis, that at first glanze 
appears to be dead, yet a few, still hold life. But those holding onto life, only witness the 
fathers and sons, being led and placed on the altar of Dragons. Heavenly blue Dragons 
Earth-bound, into the depths of the Earth and deep into the oceans of the waters. The very 
Lordships of such men, are held by the mighty Dragons. Yet, it is truely the blood of Dragons 
turned into the water of life. It’s blood turned to water, externally and internally. It is truely 
the alchemy of our bodies, our vessels, our Ka. Yet, the untamed vampiress fangs will always 
bury themselfs into the neck of innocence, as innocence know not of the Dragon blood. But 
there is no shame in beauty, as there is no beauty in shame. No reason to cry over waste. 
Acrypoha, because this life and existence is hard. Therefore beauty will suffer stupidity, that 
is cloaked as love. Shame will only lead to strange fruit hanging from the petrified trees of 
that ancient forest called love. Some will call it an Eden, to sell the fallen fruit, riddled in 
worms. Knowledge corrupted as insanity. Rotting corpses hanging from crowns, that should 
have brought life into barren wastelands of deserts. After endless journeys, in knowledge 
intertwined, we often find ourselfs in messy devolutionary crowns. It is within our nature to 
succumb to our own folly, which we in return choose to call humanity. So our crowns were 
in all honesty, meant to enlighten us all, but we all hang on to our riches, that our crowns 
provide. The knowledge that we live off. Defending it. In the very end, most people find 
themselfs elevated by sheer silence and peace of mind. The silence of the living tomb. 
Mother Earth, also known as T.E.R.R.A. Angels. To become angelical selfaware is a treasure 
for most, but can be a curse unto others. The path travelled. What is a heavenly creature such 
as an Angel? This might come across as being provocative, it is not meant to be. Gravity is 
assigned to the sexual implications. An Angel being a free spirited woman. Taking off her 
knickers, gliding down on all fours, saying: Let’s, quote on quote, see if you can pound this 
pussy! Dogs locked up in an old pound. I trust most, if not all men would answer onto such a 
call. Hell, the male in question did and he didn’t last three seconds. 


Followed by the words: Are you kidding me? Two pump shot right there! Hell. I think, I 
came in my shorts, just by looking at it. So an question remains in regards to free spirited 
women, the Angels. Are the free spirited women conjured up by free alcohol, and is it be- 
fore or after sex? Alcoholics, would insist on both. Every male on ale will always portray 
the three tiny raisins guys as being green virgins. The old Greek tragedy, a curse, where men 
always play the famous 

evergreen deliberately. Must be a trade in a tradegy (tragedy). It is done on purpose and in 
return the Angels play dirty and act mean, in order to conjure up inner eruptions on all sexes. 
To cause ejaculations on all genders. Some call it a hellhole, depending on the path travelled. 
Angels as Gods answering onto Gods. Then all will ask: Are there any redemptions for the 
Gods? The erection of the Cross? That is the Fire sign. The fire being the inner Kingdom and 
the ressurrection of self. The ressurrection of the dead. Skinwalker. The old Navajo water 
sign of the Rainmaker, the Skinwalker. In Navajo culture, a Skin-walker. 

(Navajo: yee naaldlooshii) is a type of harmful witch who has the ability to turn into and 
possess, or disguise themselfs as an animal. Also called a Shape shifter. As with most 
Skinwalkers, once they start to feed, then there is no turning back. Once sexually driven, 

it conjures up soul in the flesh and body. I trust most Skinwalkers take a bath from time to 
time. When it rains! It does rain sometimes in certain countries. Most homeless people, those 
fallen, know of the rain and of other elements that belongs unto nature. Then again, the 
Skinwalker might think: A treacherous water is what, exactly? A nile crocodile going for a 
salty swin in Moses parted waters of the red sea? Red seas being what exactly? Is it a nile 
crocodile or me taking a hot shower, in my bathroom? While vampires, the onlookers, will 
think: Does he finally want my sex upon him? Yet, legend has it, that most desert people do 
not believe much in showers, meaning the rain of a Navajo rainmaker, with three feather to 
his name and in his bonnet. As goes for alternation, then all organisms, that are bound by 
time goes through it. It’s said that our organisms alternate every tenth year. The entire body 
is totally renewed on a cellular level throughout the spand of ten years. It is still believed that 
Christ was a Shape shifter of the twin genetics. However, the spoken word, as a tradition, by 
the synagogues of the dead and the testimony of Saint Thomas, has a somewhat different 
account to such alterations. The Gnostic texts was hidden, in pottery, for a very long time, 
due to the pure horror of circumstance, given this reality. Given, this existential plane. 
Mummy. A matter sign. A matter of signs in a blind man’s game. The petrified corpse of the 
ancient Medusa, is the mummified corpse, locked in her sarcophagus. The ancient petrified 
Medusa, the mummy, is what births your dark souls of Binah. The Black inner tear of the 
Binah. Binah, is the Black curse of binary upon your brain, conjured up by violence and 
hardship, in your childhood. A curse of the binary, the sex curse upon all sex, not meaning 
genders. Sex is still safeguarded by the Dragons Trinity lore. Hidden in a Black veil of a 
cloaked Black CODEX. It is the three trees upon the ancient hill of sculls. It is a Black hand 
of trust upon your white weary shoulder. It is the five most trusted thieves in a hand of 
poker. It is the six elements upon all matter. A matter sign in the eight seasons of the 
WICCAN Witches. It is a dead tree with a dead crown, only holding ten dead branches, 

that fails to Crown your fallen soul, in a fallen night. The death of Eve. 

It is your soul in your Ka, your body and vessel, that will be fully ressurrected by the holy 
sixteen Serpents from a Medusa Crown. It is a faith, nonetheless, a full faith in crowns and 
not a stern religion of the dark soil, old religion steeped in old and worn-out traditions. 
Much like an old worn-out shoe, calling out for sandals, heading for the biggest of scandals. 
Flip-flops. Religion being an earthbound element, locked in hardship’s gravity and with it, a 
loss of your own God given Angel wings. Cthulhu? Some people will name it, as being an 
Octopus of the spoken word. Some will name it to be vocabulary madness of insane words 
and minds. Yet, the cloven tongue of our Serpent Gods, is what feeds our creativity, and 
thereby our survival. Heading for the surtrival in an ancient tribalism. 

Others might deem it, as a Medusa Crown by mouth. Some will even call it male madness 
seeking to become as a woman. But never judge a fallen Crown. But still, we all, but laugh at 
a clown. Common sense at first. 


Word has it, that clowns are those wearing the worn-out shoes, not pursuing their own 
Crown, their birth rite. Ender’s game. We all dawn amidst our very own folly called life. 
Rogue. A Soul sign. Do we sign our souls onto altars of the Dragons stone? Or does it con- 
jure up a fire soul, long forgotten? The nature of a Djinn, known unto all Arabs. 

X marks the spot of a signed contract by black sugarcane slaves in the mist of ancient past. 
The illiteracy of the past, seems to be long forgotten. Yet, some claim, it still exists, despite 
our modern state of affairs. A nature of man, not being of nature. We, the slaves, will always 
turn rogue in nature, when faced with Godly demands. Some claim it to be a criminal 
element unto civilised structures, erected by the hearts of stone, not tending the tender flesh 
of the felines. So is it with the sexual bio-linkage fighting the feared asexual biolinguistics, 
of the spoken word. Godly waves hitting ungodly dead shores. The waves of sexual natures 
hitting the asexual shores, only to end up as whores, in the minds and souls, of those fallen 
from grace. Those that have travelled the long path of gravity, grow the rogue heart of 
Serpents and the spine of snakes. They see and witness pedofiles seeking kindreds among the 
ancient kingships, but not to be found. Serpents will name such dark realms as the 

broken kingdoms, steeped in all earthly matter. Serpents fully know that the true inner 
kingdom resides within us all. An ancient tradition that descended from the Egyptian book 
of the dead. A free will projected unto the mirror of one’s own self. The reality of a mirror, 
belonging to a singular solitaire Narcissus, hanging in an abandoned bathroom, freed of 
people. It is a crypt and a tomb for the hearts, that stopped pulsating in lust, long ago, ages 
ago. In ancient past, the hearts died, because the hearts belong, to the dead. 

The ancient heart of Osiris created by an Ouroboros. 

They are of the dead, trying to survive in the alchemist’s way and in the sworn traditions 

of the holy Cross. The Crown of a hangman. Some will name it to be strange fruit. A good 
rogue is still a stealthy thief and a great scavenger. A survivalist. But still, neighbors and 
nayboars often curse, old plonkers that run through the dumpsters in the neighborhood. 
Cursing poverty, because they are well off. Meaning rich. Conflict then has it, if you indeed 
are well off, then why not give the poor rogue, a buck or two? Meaning money? 

Makes you wonder and ponder! Amen unto Amenta. 

Pharaoh. A Spirit sign. Pharaohs. RA unto the greater Pharaohs, created and constructed the 
greater pyramids. The six pyramids. One pyramid unto each element. The six elements. 

The six eternal elements unto our existence. Just life measures. In order to secure safe 
passage for those souls that are homebound. The six pyramids are located to the South-West 
of the Cairo city-center. The age long construction of the greater six pyramids were 
constructed in collaboration with the synagogues of the dead. Come to know that the glow of 
a wisp on a black night sky is a true spirit sign. A soul that is about to enter and cease a body 
and take it’s seat in Ammon’s horn. Ammon’s horn is the portal of three and is located in our 
kethers, our crowns. Some will wrongfully name it, the third eye, but it is named in such a 
fashion solely due to it’s seeing capability. Most, if not all, people know that the origin of 
our thoughts are linked to our own vibrational reality. But it does not account for the seer’s 
trademark, be you a seer or a warg. The pineal gland, the celebral hemisphere, in our brains, 
is truely the seat of the soul. Ancients called it Ammon’s horn and it applies unto us all. 
Eventually we all glide to our seat, to be seated. So we can find our peace. So we may judge 
right from wrong. So we can part eternity into black and white. So we humbly may part light 
and darkness. So we can govern all six elements in just measures. 

To dawn in your own six elements. To dawn in your own daily measures: 

A: Good Thoughts. B: Good Sleeping. C: Good Eats. D: Good Aphrodisiacs. 

(Drugs & Alchemy / minus AD) E: Good Fornications. F: Good Drinks and Evil Drinks. 


The six elements being of just daily measures. A just measure is a good measure. I have 
stopped drinking for GOOD. Now, I drink for EVIL. However, eating an entire pyramid, 
would send you way above a just measure, of that be sure. Lest it be a Toblerone chocolate. 


Second Book of Nosfera. Necromancer. 

Necromancing is to raise the dead. A breath of life can revive a person that has suffered a 
drowning accident. But testimony from father unto son. Two dead servants in cloaks resting 
in their Ka. Both sleeping in the old Egyptian King-position, meaning sleeping on our backs. 
The very breath of life descending from God. Waking up, halfway choking to death? Who 
needs it? Noone! An Air sign of the necromancy. Not to promote use of Tobacco. 

But smoking is a visual sign of life, is it not? Yet, sometimes we still need a breath of fresh 
air. When inhaling the Tobacco, the nikotin enters your blood-streams through the lungs. 
Nikotin, it derives from those plants that belong to the nightshade family, such as Tobacco 
and Duboisia Hopwoodii. Nikotin is an all natural alkaloid and a stimulant for your nervous 
system. Old wordings birthed the sentence: That it calms our nerves. It is, however, highly 
addictive and a loss of your daily dosis can result in various withdrawal symptoms. If it is 
being overly used, it can however damage your lungs. Later on in life, some smokers suffer 
from short breaths. The Peppermint Camphor are often used to necromancing such lungs. 
Menthol which also derives from the known peppermint plant, also provides you with a 
sense of more air, although many believe it, to be a psychological factor on our minds. 
Psychological factor or not, it is still a mental relief, on your mind. To oxidize the body’s 
bloodsystem. If memory serves me well, I do believe that irontablets (Fe) and B-vitamins, 
revives and strengthens the oxygen intake, as it is linked to the hemoglobin in our blood. 
Past age 30, many people use vitamins and other supplements and minerals next to their 
daily food intake. Exercise such as running is also beneficial to the bloodsystem and lungs. 
Alchemist’s in their old age often use amphetamins to raise pulse and flush their system. 
Nature’s own feel good drug being dopamin and endolphins are released by any sexual stim- 
ulation or by actual sexual intercourse. Sex is said to be highly beneficial to our cardio blood 
circulations. Sex, being quite popular in all age-groups. Some have even named sex to be a 
timeless element, that is, unless you are on the clock? A note on cannabis, mariuanna, also 
known as weed. Medical Cannabis is very therapeutic in some cases. 

I have tried it on several ocassions. 

Some people make their own recipes. Opium derives from the seeds of the poppy. Opium 
drops into the Cannabis sativa, mixed with the black Liquorice from between your toes. 
Best smoke I ever had. Aphrodisiacs gets us high. This might be the World’s oldest news, 
but it still can’t change the fact, that you cannot sell any newspapers without any headlines. 
Can a necromancer raise old text and lore of dead scripture? The written word are the words 
of the dead. It is dead scripture. The written word is dead. Written by the dead for the dead. 
Scripture is of the dead, whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death is the patient. 
Dying in the colour red, is to all’s regret. Death does not boast nor brag, because the dead 
are muted. Death does not think, because it cannot put reason to one season. Death endures 
all, believes all, hope for us all, as your life is a dead given. Awhile Death turns life, as life 
turns the dead. But the greatest of all, is Death. Amen unto Amenta. Nagas. A water sign of 
the Serpent Naga. The Serpent worshippers of the Serpent’s bloodlines, are twenty thousand 
souls residing in Nagaland. Nagaland which is bordering old Burma, which now is called 
Myanmar. Will we all get lost in a compass of a Cross? THE LHOTA NAGAS. Yet, one can’t 
help but wonder, if the Nagas, once were the loan Nagas, nagging everybody for a bloody 
loan? We all ask for means, money or else, to grow profit. Nagas asking for money to 
double the amount of rice on their sacred Serpent stone. Yet, our inner kingdoms tell of the 
inner divine Serpents that twirl our boney spines, like a snake climbing a treetrunk. Twirly. 
Much like the appearence of a Unicorn’s horn, twirled from it’s root unto it’s spiked crown. 
A spear in the bliss of a horse, praying unto a heavenly bless. Yet, it will appear, as a mere 
fool in the many eyes of the greater whales. The Narwhale hencefort to be named as a 
Unicornwhale. 

Because, the old spermwhale got eaten by all the Greenlanders, living in an ice desert? 
Someone must have prayed for a salad buffet amidst the hellhole of snow and ice. There are 
snakes to be found almost anywhere. Snakes or Serpents can be found even in hot deserts, 
however not in ice deserts. The oldest one on this planet being the Southpole, named Antarc- 
tica. Documented having the oldest ice sheet on record. The ice being 54.000 years old. 


However a curly tongue once told me, that the true Serpents of the Southpole do dwell deep 
beneath the icesheet, in the undergroud. Deep beneath the bloodstained snow of 

Antarctica. Hard people that work with backengineering. The back engineering of the ancient 
tech artifacts, found under the icesheet. Some ancient arcanism witnessed in the artifacts. 
Apparently, we were once a very highly advanced species, in ancient past. Still cannot 
change the fact, that some of us look up, while others look down. But sometimes you will 
witness some objects that will leave you struck in awe and fear. As goes for the element of 
white demonic lights, Djinns, then let us be clear about one thing. Know that the “UFO” is 
classified as soul or as a wisp, but it is not an actual spacecraft. Real freaky shit, in the no 
joke department. Eventually, we both gave up. That is, I gave up, can only speak for myself. 
But instinct tells me, that we both gave up. Just leaning back, waiting for the icesheets to 
melt, on both the North pole and South pole. Still praying to the creator Serpent to unlock the 
old green giant, Mother Earth. A whiskey will do, a bottle or two. Live a little. day by day, do 
as you please. Sound advice. 

Scorpion King. A fire sign. The Scorpion holds fire in it’s venomous tail. A very poisonous 
creature feared by most people. Word has it that the smaller speciments are more venomous 
that the bigger speciments. But are there any proven scientific claim? Any merits unto such 
claims? When gazing on nature law, then it would make more sense, that size matters. 
Meaning a bigger Scorpion holds a higher amount of venom. It might be an old saying, that 
were voiced in order to safe children from sexual conduct and misusage. Much like the old 
baby rattle found in the tipi of the native Americans. A tail of a rattlesnake, at the end of a 
stick. As goes for the name Scorpion King, then his powers have been sought throughout all 
ages. The Scorpion King, himself, being King Solomon, creator of the Key of Solomon. 

A key of nature sought since it’s dawn of creation. It’s been that way with the world, ever 
since, even in the days of Moses. A piece of my inner kingdom, in this writing hour. The old 
tale of Moses, the basket case! One cannot help but to wonder, if he had a really shitty day 
in the basket or suffered from a real tight ass. He did mysteriously enough make it pass the 
hungry Nile crocodiles? So he could inflitrate the 5000 year old Egyptian Empire, those old 
ancients linked unto the Mayans and unto ancient Atlantis. I trust, both basket and the 
basketcase, himself, must have reeked of pure shite! Moses losing his head, midway down 
the mountainside, seeking ancient keys, only to be met with a brighter version, the golden 
calf. Mediating some peace upon him? Was he offered the calf? Were meaty calves, in halfs, 
kosher back then? Did he actually eat the golden calf? Maybe served with gravy and 
potatoes? Who really knows? Medusa. All signs matter. But does a matter sign hold, any 
merit or meaning to it? Hidden symbolism to unlock. It is the old school of mystery at work. 
The Medusa Crown holds 16 knowledge centers, 8 binaries. Yet, all will still ask: Will there 
be a Crimson Dawn upon each of the 16 crowned Serpents, each of the Serpents, gliding 
through the 15 twilight valleys, cloaked in the Shadow Vale, of an ancient prayer vibrated 
from within your own inner Kingdom, your Ka, your body, your vessel, your home and your 
tomb? The structural madness upon a Medusa Crown consists of those sixteenth Serpents, 
the sixteenth chapel of minds. 

It is an ordered mentalism of knowledge madness. An ordered Chaos. Some will name it 
creativity, while others will curse it, as being utter madness. Yet, some women! Yet, most 
people, still regard most women as being Holy angels, even those girls or women carrying 

a HEX name, such as a woman named Laura Angel or a Laura Dike (Lesbo). Laura Dike or 
Dyke, is however somewhat more judgemental, in nature, 

nonetheless. Much like a dude named Peter Happy (Gay). Trust most women always wanted 
mens lastnames to be the surname of Dicks. Eventually all elderly men awake in the 
regulatory nature done unto Sex. 


The very last name being the last shame to a dead man’s game: 

I. Crown: Dwat/Kether/Forehead. II. Khu: God energy/Coffin/Sarcophagus. III. Ka: 

Spirit World/Corpse/Stiff/Veins/Body/Cup. IV. Air: Spirit/Wings. V. Regno: Blood/Kingdom. 
VI. Fire: Bodyheat/Sex/Soul. VII. Day: Blindness/Blendwerk. VIII. Terra: Dark soil of Old 
Religion. [X. Night: Flight/Sonar/Wings. X. Water: Life/Rainmaker/Serpent. XI. Half-Life: 
Undead/Skinwalker/Shape shifter. XII. Matter: Overlord/ Obesity/Giant. XIII. Pain: Impaler/ 
Wound/Cuts/Whiplash/Broken Bones. XIV. Dead-Life: Scavenger/Lord of the Flies/Home- 
less/Fallen Soul. XV. Joy: Healing/Love/Coy/Joy. XVI. Still-Born: Born-Dead/Born of the 
dead. The Sixteenth devout Serpents. Amen unto Amenta. Empath. A tender soul, might be 
considered as a sign of having Soul. It is however, the clear voyage of the inner realms, the 
inner Kingdom. The sleeper cell. (Editorial note: clear voyage/ Clairvoyance). 

There are so many of us around, in this day and age. Empaths. An Empath is a tender soul, 

a very Sensitive person, that can sense and understand other persons emotions and reactions. 
Sometimes we call them mind-readers, to use a much older wording. 

As always, the game in any darknest, holding an Empath, is often the crying, done in the 
Dark. It is what I call the emotional drift of souls. Very hard to overcome, because you glide, 
through up and downs, go through an emotional rollercoaster, hard to ignore. 

Most alcoholics are known Empaths, that use alcohol to combat the emotional drift, which 
in return grants you a sense of creative drift and mind freedom. In other words, the known 
alcoholic Empaths is a people that is hard to understand, yet alone love, due to their driven 
nature. History stigmatized alcoholics as criminal elements. Funny, in a sense, as they are the 
one’s that control the many elements. Therefore, they are a very hard people and most people 
despice them. A darknest is a blind man’s game, as when you walk into a wall, that wasn’t 
suppose to be there. Things that go bump in the night! Maybe even conjured up by a bottle of 
Scotch. That is the sorry ass excuse, isn’t it. In regards to the statement of walls not 
belonging in your darknest, you wouldn’t believe me, anyway! Many people cannot stand 
our company, because they feel exposed. It is a different level of expertise, entirely. 
Not to come across, as being a bloody homofobic. But hardship often gets met by hardship, 
that is what most Empaths go through. Hard to love, because they have to constantly 
justify and control their elements, at the same time. Maintaining a balance to their nature. 
This is not meant to taken as homofobic, but when stone meets stone, it only conjures up the 
worm dudes. Opening up a bloody can of worms. Empaths are often being used and hired 
for detection of thoughts, visions and mind trickery. Modern words would be a mind fuck. 

It is however the trade of creativity, most artists, poets, musicians, actors and thieves know 
of this. Not much news beneath our Sun. Other than the words emminating from your son’s 
lips, that is, if you have any sons or daughters! Know that to be enrolled in Black OPS was 
the best thing that ever happened to me. The Serpent’s call unto duty. Dead Kings. Old Kings 
steeped in alchemy unlocking minds in fury. Some will claim that any rule upon this globe, 
in this world, is a dead rule. Dead measures laying in the scalepans of an all dreaded 
Egyptian Anubis. 

Yet, we are all taught, to let sleeping dogs lay. And never judge an animal on the hairs on 

it’s back. Yet, some claim that the Elephants all went totally devolutionary, from the state of 
hairy mammuts unto a baldie Dumbo. Someone got it all mixed up, and called unto a bird, as 
it being a Bimbo. Bimbo Baggins of the shire, the bag lady, to the 
village folks. So we all ask: Any new rule to be named as a God King? Godzilla might be 
such a silly God over Kings and Kingships. Women do love the Godzillas of the World. 
Godzilla, in Japanese named Gojira. Godzilla was a Japanese horror film, first released in 
1954 AD. Warning us all, mankind, to be everso vigilante over old Dinosaur Gods. To be 
ever watchful over the rule of Gods and God, alike. 


I truely wonder, what were the last thoughts in the mind of the very last King? Only 6 King- 
doms left on this lonely planet? 

As goes for the butchering of God or Gods, some kind soul wrote: Everything will kill you 
in this place, on this planet. You might as well choose something that you love, and let it kill 
you! What about Music? James Brown, lethal as hell. Let HAL, the computer, solve the 
issue? James Brown, I feel good. Sugar and Spice still has certain odours, assigned to it. 
Then again, seems odd, if you just came in from a nusery rhyme. Someone used to love 
children, in this forsaken World. And a Dead King thought: I was duely forewarned, in the 
year 1988 AD, that this is the world’s biggest canning operation. A positive note, already got 
my Christmas-mas sardines in, for this year, and it is only february, according to the old 
Gregorian calendar. The oldest of feuds being calendars and time, itself. 

The illusive Blendwerk. 

The Dead Kings of recorded history, during the renaissance? Copernicus? Steeped in black 
humor, as black as the black plague, itself. One cannot forget the old imagetry of plague 
doctors, that walked around like big Birds, with giant beaks that had perfume in them, to 
escape the stank of death, the reek of rotting corpses. Must have been quite a spectacle to 
behold. Yet, was it a fabrication bestowed upon feudal minds, fearmongering the peasants, 
back to work. Maybe people were creatively burned out, like today, and refused to work and 
simply insisted on rotting away. Nature’s Leech Kings, the leeches were ironically used for 
bloodletting, by the plague doctors. Today, we know that it weakens, our own immune 
system. Even royalty died by bad smells, back then. Death stinks. Third Book of Nosfera. 
Dragons. An air-sign. A true sign of the air, is the gliding stealth wings of a Dragon, that 
conjures up death upon all males. It is five creatures assigned to each woman, to render each 
Dragon, her own sexual serenity. Those five creatures being: Necromancer, Warlock, King- 
priest, Rogue and Shaman. Yet, the healing, itself, resides at the sixth element. Common lore 
against written law. The sixth element being the Dragon, herself. Being free amongst women. 
As stated unto my nanny, without the fanny: The more the women fuck around, the better! 
Genetically speaking. Genetic issues and specs will be fully addressed later on, but as 
always, in Codex. Some of those not too concearned with details will claim that all life 
originates from Twin Genetics, due to the moment of conception, the meiosis, when the 
sperm enters the egg. Not so. There really exist true twins and then there exist those 
produced by cloning, the clones. As goes for race, blood and breed, then it is fully known 
that all the Dragons originate from the Serpent’s seed. He that is fully seated in his Medusa 
Crown, can tie down in the Dragon’s flesh and organism, and manifest life from the Crown. 
We are many races and breeds that spread out globally. Another breed is the Homo Nosfera, 
but they differ in their nature as they are a nematocera breed. Some will judgementally judge 
their traits to be an old evolution, that evolved into a devolutionary state of affairs. 

The nematocera breeds are those breeds capable of feeding on blood. To drink blood, but to 
classify it as being devolutionary? One mammal to prove of existence, is the Mexican 
Vampire bat. A winged creature of the night. They guide by sonar in the darkness. 
Devolutionary? Why? Any calory in a survival game, is impotant in order to thrive. As goes 
for mass population unto breeds, then know that the frogs and nomatodes, can multiply really 
fast, but they also require the right enviroment in order to florish. Their own downfall being 
that they need jungle/wetlands to florish. A two way streek. They need moist and damp 
wetlands. It requires alot of moisture in forms of swamps and wetlands. We classify those 
creatures as Amphibians. Dragons can also evolve into much greater Amphibians, but know, 
that they are the hardest survivalists. 

They are known in all realms of existence. Dragons do travel all six elements, known unto 
these existential plains. Truth or fiction? I do believe in both classifictions. Maybe even six 
classifications or more. Baptism might be considered as a water sign. 

A mark of clean freshwater upon an infants head. It is still of old lore and old religion. 
Trying to justify and proclaim higher confirmation unto it’s matter. Trying to hold ownership 
over a newborn’s purity organism, only destined for fire and water, in a feared existence, 

the old religion of the dark soil. 


Yet, I do believe that it requires an uterus, lest you be a male that is capable to birth through 
your own holy prestine arsehole. Ergo, he or she cannot be of your loins. Jury is NOT out on 
that one! That one, is a hung jury, by the hanging judge, himself, most likely yourself. 

End of story: WATER. FIRE. AIR. MATTER. SPIRIT. SOUL. However, the very first 
sign of a true Warlock, is the disruptive element of distorted time. Tic.Toc. Till time stands 
still. Time to take my chill pill. Some might later on inquire, as to what the minute creature, 
a Warmite, really is? Well, I am sure it isn’t a Warlock. A Warlock has been through way too 
many Bookmites, and can tell the difference between Letter Ants and Bookmites. He can 
always remember those damned Dutch Letter Ants attacking him in the Letterlands, in one 
of the more insulting evenings. A Warlock truely hates Marmite, but duely noted, it is still 
calories! The Holy Wars, on the numerical number seven, is the old lore of the old religion, 
done by the ownership and Kingship of ancient brothelkeeps. The Warlock, must never be 
interpreted as a persona, but it is still the three binaries, that is assigned unto the dual 
Trinaries. The Holy Trinity: 

Soul unto Fire. Matter unto Water. Spirit unto Air. Warlock versus Arschloch must be a 
godgiven binary of sorts. Yet, one will maintain peace, while the other wants to rage war, the 
arsehole in question being? If I only could put a ban on old Greek/Roman wrestling, always 
hated the taste of salty nuts in my mouth. Besides Greek/Roman wrestlers ain’t exactly the 
feared Yoga instructors that bend you OUT of shape. I will try to keep the humor low, till I 
am bend into shape, some might call it, strange Hawking fruit. Who, really knows where we 
end up, at which gates do we truely arrive at? I might end up in the white neanderthal 
genom, with pointy ears and a short tail, trying not to rage war on kindreds, the greater apes. 
But a ban on burka? Really? This place! Hawking burried next to Newton? May he rest 
among the stars. Kingpriest. A priest of Kings breathe fire into words. A true fire sign. Some 
people still call it enlightenment. Adding the fusions of words and elements in order to in- 
form mass, both Singulary, Binary and Trinary. A Kingpriest. I trust that most, if not all those 
modern Priests, the computer programmers, must have been questioning, the thesis of the 
missing link, for decades, and they must also have pondered the mystery of the missing click. 
Especially when the click sound, with actually visual confirmation, missed out and fuck all 
happens? Many of the modern Kingpriests are wired unto the word, and will be going: For 
Fox’s Sake. What The Fuck? Even worse are those events or computer sessions, where your 
cursor, all of a sudden springs to life, having a life of it’s own? Suffering from a bad dose of 
the evil Cursor Diarrhoea. Software! Maybe even have to suffer many loads in Julia Ann’s 
many downloads and uploads? Hardware? Nah. It is totally Hardcore! Once women travelled 
worlds and took a ride on the hardest towers, where they moaned out loud: Oh..God! Oh.. 
God! Those ancient priests, becoming none the wiser. But things do alternate, for all matter 
and matters, even earthly matter. 

All alternates for those, that dwell and are steeped in ancient Kingships. Eventually reaching 
the end-stages in human tragedy, that very few of us can tolerate. Things turning so hardcore, 
that you cannot score, bitch upon bitch, anymore, before someone strikes it rich. You awake 
to find that you, yourself, have become a worm, a wormdude, although you originated from 
the greatest of grand designs made by a snake, a Serpent, named Ouroboros. Fallen Serpents 
descending on fallen fruit, as worms. A fruit of knowledge riddled with worms in it’s core. 
Worms that usually ends up with a spiked crown of thorns. It is called the devolutionary 
mark of the beast. Although you might be able to seal the crown upon our foreheads, then 
know that the Djinns, in the shadows always will follow you, travel beyond, till life spring 
from it’s source once more. Those with the spiked crowns of thorns do name it, do call it, 
eternal damnation. 


So is it, with this world of Earthly matter. Shaman. All Matter is important. Nutrition is 
important in any healing attempt. Food and Nutritions in form of liquids and solids. 
Alchemy unto such holy matter would in modern wording spell medicin and modern foods. 
Healers have had many a name throughout the coarse of human history. A Shaman is a 
healer in herbs, and originates from the tribal cultures. Some would name a Metropolis, as 
being utterly tribal, these days. The Native Americans treasured their seasonal medicinwheel, 
safeguarded by the tribe’s medicinman. The Celts and Celtic Clans, called their healers by 
the name of Druids. Word has it that in ancient past most Royals were obese fat bastards, 
before they finally hit the great diet, in the year zero, whenever it occured. And so most of us, 
can testify to the fact that words and their sworn implications and meanings evovle through 
the fabric of time itself. A verbal rebirth that in return births renewal, bringing us all a bit of 
hope. Real important stuff to be safeguarded and treasured, like the sought trait of warding 
the binding, unto all matter. Any matter of the black holy Alchemy. The olden word of Mage, 
was a good cook with herbal and spice knowledge. The olden word of Sage, was a good 
musician, with no strings attached. I, in all likelyhood, imagine big fat Royal bastards, that 
enjoyed some music, before they ate both the Pheasant and the Peasant. Maybe the Mage 
left two peas in the pot, so the Royals would question such mystery. Simpler times for some, 
mainly meaning the Mage. Simpler times for the Royal, I don’t think so! Those damned 
peas! Somehow everybody keeps asking, what the hell, really happened during the famed 
Renaissance? Most know what followed, frightened people painting their faces white, with a 
black dot, as a sign of trade and contract. One black lion spot on their cheeks. A modern-day 
version, could be, some brown candy warts, made out of brownish Liquorice. Easy to lick on 
one side of the Liquorice wart and then attach it to the face. Could safe alot of Kindergarten 
kids. The merry old days of the French Royal Courts, where an unknown Mage, conjured up 
some bloodred tomatoes in the King s Pheasant, and all Royals everso fearful of the toma- 
toes, surely, those things are poisonous? Is it a vegetable, a fruit or other alienated item? 

The King, then called in the Mage, that cooked his dish, asking him if the thing had any 
toxinity assigned to it. The Mage excused himself and said: To be quite honest, I named them 
poisonous, to safe a few for the King’s Cup-bearer, because he haven’t been fed in over a 
month, due to his sly remark in regards to your white socks. The King replied: One man’s 
tomato is the other man’s potato. With all due respect, my King: It is a fruit! 

The King asked: Are you being Cheeky? The Mage then said: Do you see me blush, with 
red tomato cheeks? The old Owl said: Uuuh. Uuuh...Cuckoo. And so at the end of each day, 
some Kingships find themselfs to fall into black rot, but only to find itself, florishing in a 
swamp, in the Wetlands. 

Soulreaper. A Grim-reaper is a true killer. A Soul-reaper is a true thriller. A true sign of 
bearing a fallen soul. It is the scaremonger of ghosts, that removes you from within, that 
reaps your soul from within, till your love towards it, is utterly dead. Some call it a proper 
balklowking, and the bollocks-bully doing the yelling, often ends up in his own lonely anger 
management. Being a Soulreaper, is a hard line of business, trying to ground, all the 
memorybanks, the energies of dead elements, before the memory implant ascend onward. 
Cashing in on The Akashic Records. God’s vault, the word! Did someone say: Word up? 

It often brings about alot of confusion in regards to our creative work. 

Ever since Dante Alighieri, a somewhat humorous erupt of true laughter, done unto and even 
upon the heavens. As when the son of a poor knight, a son named Boromir meets captain 
Kirk and says: One does not simply walk into Mordor. Spock and Kirk look to eachother 
bewildered, and says: Of course not! You Beam in? Then Spock says: Mordor loosely 
translates into, a Mother’s door! Ergo, the door of ONE BIG Mother. A Ferengi, from deep 
space nine, with the annoying bat sonar ears, listens and thinks! He then replies: Would you 
look at those two Big Betazoids. Those two, that just walked right by us? Yes. Their names 
are YOOP and YUUP. Kirk says: Odd names for any of those Betazoids? YOOP and YUUP? 
But ...I guess, they soon will be bouncing, in Mordor. Spock then says! 


Grandpa repeatedly said onto me: Live long and prosper! Then I said, in this day and age... 
it’s pronounced. Spock it! Word up! Demon. Demons. Insidious in nature. 

To know the nature of the Djinn, the oldest arab trademark. They live. They do exist. 

As goes for the classification of demon or entity, then there are creatures that consists of 
mere light. It is the truth, but most likely a truth, that never can be proven. Maybe the very 
element that birthed religion and our superstitious nature, which is a curse upon many old 
families. All of a sudden, I find myself able to twist my littlefinger towards my knuckles? 
What is up with that? Rubber bones? Only trying to work this shit out, myself, and I highly 
doubt, that I am the only one. As goes for sonar hearing and empath capabilities, such as an 
emotional radar, I do experience alot of inner vision, both in reality and in my dreams. We 
(other eyewitness accounts) have witnessed such, white entities, externally. 

Lost souls without any body. White demons circling around our orbiters, as other witnessed, 
a giant white demon, gliding by outside, one of the alien vessels. Historical accounts, name 
those fallen angels as Luciferian beings, an entity of light. Historically some choose to call it 
a fallen Angel. Lucifer. But is it the true nature unto such elements? I doubt it. Besides, the 
Nephilim species have countless other theories upon such matters. Of one thing I am sure, 
creatively as it is, this is one major league biblical hellhole. Planet Earth. T.E.R.R.A. 
Cannot change the fact of our earthly matter, our bodies. Once considered divine. Demons 
and their energies chase our bodies and our flesh, and if the entity, itself, is a meat-eater? 
Maybe why some choose to turn to the Rum or Whiskey bottle, hoping not to get eaten, not 
meant sexually, but actually eaten, like fully devoured. Hey dude, don’t let me down! Take a 
sad dish and make it better. The cook suddenly turns Black. Hey, dude, can’t get me down! 
Too much whiskey, in my system. Sorry, you can’t eat em all. The very word Livestock? As 
goes for our existence beyond, some will claim that, it still is linked to our Earthly Ka, our 
vessels, our bodies. Our homes, our tombs. But as goes for the bottomless idiocracy, like 
scientifically trying to measure light, itself? If no scalepan can measure light, cannot weigh 
the weight of a soul, what is the point and endgame to this? Anubis weighing our hearts, in 
the old Egyptian weigh of Justice? Why judge the dead, if they are but dead? Anubis better 
be working without a knife. No knife, no blade, other than the Serpents blade, in his mouth, 
his doggy tongue. Always cut with our mind and operate with your tongue. Healthier than 
way. No scar tissue as issue. To bite. Way healthier and the only healing option upon a 
driven nature. But really, our judgemental nature, in all matters concearning sexual activity? 
It is totally fucked up! Jealousy at it’s worst best. Things must be looking down, 

for someone named Johnson. Yet, being alone with women never ever happens. There will 
always be a masonic captain or some women psychology handler involved. Few men can be 
their our true self in the company of women. I guess, it never ever will change. Mind The 
Gap. Mind the gap in the London underground tube system. Be it an illusive system or not, 
some still do name them as being the more well educated pimps. 

But at least it is underground. Cloaked. 

Returning to the 20th Century:Someone could use this as a blame game. Hope commander 
Data makes it. The facebook creator. Not publically on facebook, but only on notes. 

Which problably is a big joke. Officially? Huh? 

But need to make some notes. Still cannot make my head around it. I can only account for 
three physical contacts. We can always remember those bitches that can get us off. 

Debi Diamond and Alia Janine and the Sarah Saran. Right. But mentally I can also recall 
Alura Jenson titties on me? But it just dont add up. Not physicallly? But I still have the 
visual image of her great nipples and the memory of licking and sucking them? But the very 
timeline of it? The permanent is a public swimming pool located in the Danish City of in 
Yearhouse. Saw her there after my Portugal or Greece deploy. Cant remember which. But 
Iremember the witch. The harbor dock scene fucking? The big black dude, getting full 
access. Everybody can remember those jugs. But it just dont add up in any timeline. 

A Roadlaugh reference. I once had a full throttle job, my big cock out, getting to fuck my 
brains out in all her orifices. But is it the trade from the Father unto the Son or vice versa? 
As far fetched as it sounds. Is it maybe the reason, why the father must suffer the son as the 
son must suffer the deceased father and his memory banks? 


Leading on to the conclusion. My Dad was a lucky boy? Claiming that everybody is totally 
innocence. Some viel that cloak it on dreamtime? 

An old Aboriginal wording. To top it off, the trip to New York (1976-1999?) and meeting 
Madison Stone in person? It was her. Firm in the flesh. She has a very distinctive female 
voice, no offence intended. I even fingered her in her fanny. But dudes. We are talking like 
plus or minus thirty years? It just dont add up. No way in hell, can it add up. It leads to 
certain questions. A flight time of roughly 23 years and the background radiation assigned to 
it? It was the longest flight I have ever been on. Time distortions? The old wording being of 
the Ka. The sleep in our Ka. The Sleeper’s Coffin. Hibernation, I highly suspect to be a 
factor. But is time then money or are money assigned unto time? It would be for a whore. 

I will never work it out. I know I speak truth of reality, but then reality can never be 
explained nor fathomed. It that then heaven? The words alone, no one beats the system. 

But all due to the fact that there really is no system. I wouldn’t be surprised. The Red prawn 
system. Al i rejer. (Aal i rejer). Argh...fuck it. I will never ever work it out in working it, in 
the fanny. I surrender. Blue as a boy can be, limp. Charles Jungle Book of the internal 
combustion. Some name it a curse and a hex. The hex of all hexes. The pensioner’s 

Jungle book from the KZ camps (NAZI Koncentration Camps). Was it sleep or was I passing 
out? Thank you, I will take it, any way that I can. Did I just faint, pass out or just dozed off. 
Anyhow, a loss of consciousness. Loss of shite or loss of farts? I just wouldn’t know. Dont 
look that way. Dont smell that way. Did I just fart? (Smells that way, Son!). But thank fuck, 
I am still at home. Still in my sleeper’s cell, still in my flat. So where the hell was I? Huh? 
A video from the Atomic Rooster, showing weapons grade and the explanatory of Atomic 
warfare. That looks really faul. Some might name it biblical. But hopefully some lies, some 
falsehoods, assigned to this video, or maybe things just have evolved or progressed? Know 
that the Hydrogen class always will remove ALL MATTER. Not really news worthy. That 
invention is from the year 1961 AD. Think about it. That is 39+24=63 years ago. That is 
still a whooping 63 years ago. Did planet Earth get wiped out in the year 1961 AD? Almost 
a Century ago. Think about it. If God moves worlds in an instance and Earth got removed 
in the year 1961 AD. Then what the hell is this place? Fair question, right? Think about it. 
WhatTheFuck! We are still here? The Rooster. Know the old man went through it. Endless 
bitching. It runs in every family? Maybe every dawn just births us the endless bitching. What 
a bitch ..!.. for as long, as there is life, there will be endless bitching. Matrymoney. Huh? 
Matrimony? Today’s wordplay. A looong distance uncle. 8========== o. Chinese uncle? 
Let’s roll with that one. The aunt May sirene. Tante May sirenen? Question still remains. 
Dont think mother nature is on the clock! The Abrahamic Catfish? The Tic-Toc Fishboy has 
become really, really, really smelly. Hellboy suggests a cold one (beer) and an underberg 
(bitter). Smoke a fag or maybe even 60 cigarettes, maybe even start a fire. Argh, the stench! 
I can smell you from here, and I even reside past the bloody planet of Pluto. A somewhat 
different lifestyle. A different way of life. Life? Huh? I mean? For how God damn long, have 
that fish been sleeping? French Bouillabaisse is a traditional Provencal fish soup originating 
in the port city of Marseille. Hectic scene, a dishwater malfunctioning with plenty of greasy 
excess water. Dishwasher boys. Good to go for the soup kitchen. Eewww. NOTHING. I 
MEAN ABSOLUTELY NOTHING must go to waste. Eewww. It still depends on the 
Chef. What can Gordon Ramsay preform with it. Huh? Bouillabaisse or Zink soup. Never 
ever tried it. Waiter! There is soap in my soup. Yes, Good Sir. I know. I made it myself. 

I know, like to be pulling old Gordon’s leg. The endless war between white and black chefs. 
Sauce or Soup. Huh? SOS. Think I will avoid any soup kitchen, from here on end. Native 
Americans. Chief Joseph once said he didn’t want his people to have churches because he 
didn’t want them to learn of the pointless squabbles between Christians like arguing over the 
merits of Protestantism or Catholicism. AMP? Would you look at the time? This great man 
was one of the most intelligent leaders of his era! Always elevating the Trinity riders, but all 
the Trinity riders, ending up getting off’ed. Meaning killed. Maybe it would be easier if we 
all ended up with the last name of Dunn. Native Americans not without a sense of humor. 
The great white bufallo. One big white pig. Cops? 


CODEX Twelve 


Four Outworn Horsemen 


Four outworn horsemen. But exactly where? In the parking lot. Huh? When you can’t find a 
parking spot so you turn the car radio volume down, in order to see better. I assume: Hearing 
is seeing! Oh...man. That was actually really pretty good. I am gonna steal it. From who? 
Well, myself? Cant be a crime thought the author? But stealing dreams and thoughts is a very 
serious crime. Huh. You know God, himself, trying to steal a penny for your thoughts and 
never comes though on your dreams, only in your dreams. Fallen. 

Authors and chefs. Thinking about my food top-thirty all-time favorites, but not all the time. 
Those being. 1: Traditional Scottish Haggis. 2: Mexican Enchiladas. 3: Indian Lamb Bhuna. 
4: Mexican Chilli Con Carne. 5: Japanese Sushi. 6: French Bouillabaisse and a lot of other 
soups, like the Italian Minestrone or the famed Scottish Broth, always served outside the 
Brothel Keeps. Grandma must have loved me? She most definitely loved the Campbell’s 
soups. 7: The Chinese Peking Duck, you can easily reckonize the Peking Duck, on the gloss 
of it’s golden skin. 8: The famed Breaded smoked ham with potatoes and white parsley 
sauce. 9: The delicious Kale Soup. 10: Goose. 11: All kinds of Burger & Fries meals. 

12: All kinds of great Pizzaes. 13: Venison club with venison sauce. 14: Leg of a Lamb. 

15: Great Italian spaghetti dishes. 16: Desserts. 17: Fish & Chips. 18: Tacos. 

19: Chicken meals. 20: X The divine Mayan Burritos. 21: Nachos. 22: Pheasant or peasant, 
or maybe eating your nextdoor neighbor, at the end of each month. Seeking a new neighbor 
each month or each year. 23: Spareribs. 24: X Stuffed Turkey, most male chefs know how to 
prepare a well done stuffed turkey, so it doesn’t become too dry. 

(Dryhee, the sexual implications, stands alone). 25: X Chicken or Duck a l’orange. 

26: Tuna/Swordfish Steaks. 27: Beef mince dishes. 28: Ice cream 29: Meat Pies. 

30: Beef Steaks. Steaks in general, to die for, depending on the Chef. 

The Master Chef has spoken. Huh? Oh, no! Not him from Dagobah. More likely a green 
grease monkey of a mechanic. So? One of the four horsemen looked extremely tired out, and 
asked for directions. Huh? The Grim Reaper, himself, on horseback asked for directions to 
the nearest Burger King. He said that he just wanted to die. Might take a really, really long 
time, dude! Why? Because he is dead and of the dead. 

Spiderman is having me for dinner tonight. The Spidey Mayan Calendar, it is extremely 
interesting, to say the least. All the more reason to keep it safe. Deathrust then says: Trust 
and thrust should also go in both directions. But we cannot have it both ways? 

The Mayan Spidey’s binary: 


10001010010111010111000101010100001110101110110001110101010111010111010101 
OLILOLOIOLIIOLOIOLILOLOILLOILIIOLOILLOOOOO1IOLOOIOLOLIOIOOLOILLOIOLOILLOIINII 
010101110001010100110001010010001010011110101111101011010111111010010010010 
01010010010010100110101010010100100100101001010010101001010010010101001010 
0111011101011101011010111010110100110101110101010111010010101100000110101011 
010111101010111111011101011101110101101011010000101010110111110101110. 


The Egyptian binary. Still a binary, but at least with a visual Trinity lore implementation: 
YOOOYYYYOYOYOYOOYY YOYOYOOOY YOOOY YOYOY YOYOYY YOOOYOYO 


OYYYOYOYOOYOYOOYYYOYOYOYYYOYOYYYYYOYOYOYYYOYOYYY YOY 
OYOOYYYYYOYOY YOYOYOOYOYOYOY YOYOOYOYOYOYYYYYYYOYOYYY 


YOYOYOYYYYYYOYYYYYOYOYOYOYOYOYYYOYOYOYOYOYYYYYOYOYY 
OYOYYOYOYYYOYYYOYOYYOYOYYOYOYYYOYOYOYOYOYOOYYYYYOYO 
YOY YOOOOOOYOYOYOYYOYOYYYOYYYYOYOYOYOYOYYYOYOYYYYOYO 
YYYYOYOYOYYYOOYYYYYYOYOYYOYOYYYYOYOOOYOYOY. 


Is it then six lines consisting of zero’s and one’s, or seven lines consisiting of O’s and Y’s? 

But only with a six line minimum. You are only allowed to ask six questions, said the Djinn 
and you are only allowed three divine wishes. I would still tend and stand by the trinity lore 
of an O and an Y. But six lines only. Always reply any question with an question. Word gets 
around and it grants you maximum solitude, and a minimum of friends. I prefer it that way. 


Beer? Is it Fosters, Mate? Or is it the old six-pack XXXXXX? 

ACGT? Huh! The Definition at 00:00 AMP in the year zero. Is ACGT gonna make things 
any better? I really don’t know, but what is wrong with one till six X’s? One can only ask 
and inquire upon which element it truely is. Problably better off that way, six elements of 
mystery, to define any mystery by a mere question mark or six question marks. XXXXXX. 
For those steeped in the science of it, then know that, ACGT is an acronym for the four types 
of bases found ina DNA molecule: adenine (A), cytosine (C), guanine (G), and thymine (T). 
A DNA molecule consists of two strands wound around each other, with each strand held 
together by bonds between the bases. My milkshakes brings all the boys to the yard. 

Huh? Scotland yard? 

Journalist: Still makes you question those four old and worn horsemen. Emperor! I hereby 
quote your own words, their names were the name of Achilles. Cramphus. Goatia and a 
certain Mister Turdoutdus? Can we trust in those names to be the utter truth? 

Emperor Palpatine: Yes, but off coarse, you can my son! Poor bastards! Journalist: Emperor 
Palpatine why did you and the four outworn horsemen even attack the Jedi Temple? 

Emperor Palpatine: A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away, far...far..far..and even farther 
away that far away...missing both the target and the point. You were saying? 

SpockiTech shooting the breeze. Self Mastery. Good Advise Advice. When the situation is 
good, enjoy it. When the situation is bad, transform it. When the situation cannot be 
transformed, transform yourself. Maybe males just anger over the pretend marriage in honor 
of the lamb. She should be smiling, maybe she is too afraid to be smiling. Dividing a piece of 
A4 paper by a Kung-Fu punch? Visualisation then speed. But the combat karma and drama is 
that empaths pick up on the visualisation, so it becomes a mind fighting a mind. You just cant 
win em all. Empathically put. Be a lover and not a fighter. The strong switch wrist movement 
is totally the Bruce Lee teachings of how to transfer the kinetic energy in a punch by speed. 

I wonder? Is it even possible. Fastfood breakfast? What I find to be the best bread. French 
freshly baked Baguette. But what is the background story to the word: Baguette? Backing all 
out off it? Baguette=let me get the fuck out off here? Who really knows? Breakfast croissant 
with ham, cheese, bacon and eggs? Health topics? I FUCKING HATE those scaremongering 
pictures on cigarette packages. Rotting lungs, kidney patients and stab victims and only God 
knows whatelse. But with all due respect, why the picture on the cigarette package, showing 
a penis pump in the face of a child? Tired of filter cigarettes, lite up the filter-end, always 
proves a point. The SpockiTech boredom. Another fun fact. Everybody hates bad news. 
Logically speaking. I mean everybody just hates bad news..!.. 


CODEX Thirteen 


River’s Run 


River’s run. The river’s run from mountain tops to the valleys below. The 21st Sextury Fox. 
I just cannot keep up it, my concentration, yet alone, my stiffy? So what must we all, 
concentrate on? Codex maybe. And maybe focus on the chronical headache, due to a 
permanent hard boner. Today, it is called the blue pill phenomenon .!. I told you...ALIENS. 
Big Harry Potter fan? I am a fan...but only getting big! As in a big fan. Nah...not really. 

But the hours alone the author (she/he?) must have spend on writing it? There were some 
funny lines though. Can’t exactly remember the line, itself. Cannot remember from with 
Harry Potter novel, it came from, but it was a funny remark from Dumbledore, in regards to 
candy and earwax. Really funny. Yet, good literature is what, exactly? 

Not too many humoress erupts. Not too many jokes. Everybody fearing opening up certain 
books, that will make them die laughing. Some truth to it. Building up a crescendum. 
Mountain and valleys, leading unto the depths of sorrow. Really good kinda, heads-ups, 
these days. When the message on the phone is descending is usually a heads-up, on bad 
news. When it is good news the tone is ascending. Good idea. 

Definitely stealing it: FROM HERE ON END. YOU WILL HAVE TO LEARN TO LICK 
YOUR OWN ASS FOR ONCE. Someone suggested Yoga. The art of Snake yoga, from the 
snake people, be it, the dead as a dodo yoga position or be it the Serpent’s yoga position. 

I always cry laughing over that old routine. But (off) (off coarse) of course, Sir! I can assure 
you, that the dish is 100% true home cooking. It always is, that is, till you stick your nose 
into our garbish bins. But the soup didn’t it become you? Did it not taste good? I am still a 
big fan af Campbell’s soups. Always will be for as long as the brand exists. I can assure you, 
not a fly, nor one hair in the soup, yet alone, an old Egyptian wig. 


CODEX Fourteen 


Atlantean 


Atlantis. The machine city of Atlantis. Myth and myths still floating our vibrational reality. 
The Atlantean realms passed by Mayan reign unto Egyptian reign by Tehuty, also known as 
Thoth. X marks the spot and your density. Rebirth. A claim of Rebirth. Cylon 11. 

Like getting re-employed at your old workstation, praying for cobwebs and tea. The number 
eleven. The number 11. Is it an even or an uneven number? A bit of both, that is why I like 
it. It is however a matter decided by the Elvish interpretations of it. X marks the spot and 
your elevation. Personal note. Date is the 24th february. In the year 2024 AD. The tear of Ra. 
The book. A 326 pages Book in 4 colour print. An A4 format has been ordered but awaits 
payment. My credit card keeps bounching, which it shouldnt. MitID? Instructions were to 
number all pages except the frontcoves and the backcovers, as the book is repetitious in it’s 
nature. All page numbers marked in red. Page 1 till page 324 

(frontcovers and backcovers excluded, but still accounted for). 

Example: Red page number 179. Frontcover/Backcover. Red page number 182. A Future 
note for any possible completion. X marks the spot and your depths. De Soi beverages. 
Strawberry flavour and much else. Yum Yum. Must be one of those just add alcohol, for 
some of us. Did you know. That Clean religious drinks in cans, can also be purchased by 
alcoholics, if the drink is that good. 


Tonights fun observation. She is back in her usual place. The spider in her web. Odd maybe 
it also applies for spiders. Habits die hard. Maybe higher sucess rate on the web position. A 
higher kill rate on the webs position, but we still cannot work out how they navigate. Many 
experiments. Spiders on caffeine, LSD, cocaine and alot of other drugs. Miraculously they 
somehow still seem to rebound. Been many energy theories on their navigations Nazca lines 
etc...? Some even claim that certain ants navigate by the sun. We have been through this 
shite before. A claim of a fixed Geographical pole and a fixed Magnetic pole, which is a lie. 
(GM?). While the Earth’s magnetic north pole switches infrequently to the south and vice 
versa (ranging from once every 10 thousand years to once every 50 million years), the sun’s 
magnetic poles switch consistently every 11 years, according to the United States 
Geological Survey. But some truth to the fact, that all is in motion and shifts eventually. 
Such a nice neighborhood, that I stay in. Some Low-end accommodations, but a nice place. 
Yes, I rememebered her vividly. Julia Duck ‘s big troll mamma. Sometimes you just dont 
wanna ask anyone for anything. When was the last time you talked to God? Who really 
wants to? Dont really get it. Besides love my own monolog/dialog in complete solitude. 
Not a lie, I have never felt better. John 1:6 I am proud to tell the whole world that Jesus 
Christ is my Savior and my Great Healer. Amen. Well, good on yee? 

Spidey on snappy. What is so essential about a daily meme. I prefer sleeping during the 
day..!.. So God is dialing and the devil is dealing? What’s the phone number! 

Disappoint Satan by typing an question marks followed by: I love God. 

Ohoohoo...man! The fish and chips are to die for..really good eats..is the Satan some kinda 
dip? Chili spicy? We dont need another hero...good tune..was it err...huh? Nickelback. 
Music safes the day. Well, it safes most of my days with or without earplugs. Some bad air 
today. Farts? Nah! Vibrations, such as I hate all Serpents! Asking me or telling me? 

What about asking or telling us? Mass psychology of critical mass. The usual daily bad air, 
the daily Khu this fine evening at 14:28 AMP. Some of the bad air. Khu? Do you mean Cow 
farts..nah! I am done explaining this here shite. 

The terminology of ancients: Khu. Ka. Dwat/Duat. We did touch upon the topics earlier on. 
Trying to define the three Godly elements. So let’s try and see if we can define the three 
elements in a way or fashion, so we all can use the the terminology of it for something 
useful. This might take some time. What better way than a fairy tale story, a tale of the soul 
shard, the ark of heavens holding an anhk of life, in the realms of Dwat/Duat. Basically a 
treasure hunt. Yet, most still hunting for deer. A souls shard of all human souls. A much older 
renaissance wording of it, would name it to be the Well of Souls. Which led us all onto the 
wording of a magic Moon Well, a pool of mana, that restore our energies prior to Rebirth. 
Granting us the notions of air, water and fire being the blue mana potions. And the notions of 
matter, spirit and soul being the red heal potions. A spidey construct, but I am still all for it, 
come what may. He misses his Aunt May, I think not! Mayan in all essence. 

The 2012 Mayan Calendar in all of it’s essence. 11 months. So in the terms of the Ancients, 
the Trinity lore of Dragons: The Khu. The Ka and the Dwat/Duat, that always will be 
holding the WICCAN wheel of an eight. The lunar 8 cyclus, the turn of all known floods and 
tides, where the soul truely resides. The Cobra and the Vulture, to any known culture. Two 
WICCAN pillars holding the six holy elements: Air. Fire. Water. Matter. Spirit. Soul. And 
now a fairytale, to be named the Opener: 


Once upon a time beyond the fabric of time, itself. A birth of tales once upon a time, 
beyond the fabric of creation, itself. Creation. A myst of creation. The mist of creation. 
Stones floating, from the great destructive cosmic event, in the lost void of matter 


upon matter, binding it by pure force. The binding of the Holy Trinity. The binding of 

the Holy Djinns. Matter collided unto matter and binding the planet of Earth, past it’s 
own destruction, by the hand of the Creator’s thought. The drop of life, like blood spilled 
upon the curseth Earth. An Egyptian Ankh of life, creating a heaven for Binah. The tear 
of black Binah. Her seeing element, the pupil in the iris, the pupils in our seeing eyes, to 
birth beauty, but only to gaze upon the horrors of hell’s fury. And so all of the creatures, 
became angelical self-aware. Angelical self-awareness. 

Creating a tear in the eye of Ra. The externals of the Djinns, with the powers to bind and 
all the animals became smitten by the internal binding of immortal souls, the internals. 
Possessed and protected by the eternal Djinns. The creature itself, becoming self-aware. 
Trees shooting through the dark soil of old religion, but only to birth an ancient 
Luciferian reign, by some old Entish trees, always tending crowns, but also reducing men, 
to be nothing more than wood. A mighty tree, that is lost, endlessly seeking the dark, it’s 
dead roots always seeking light, in order to harnish the light, so it may birth crowns. A 
lost tree with ten branches seeking ten roots, and not tending it’s own crown. The Green 
crowns that birth our air, holding the Djinns. The Mayan Crown holding the divine count 
of twenty. A long count calendar coming full circle. The Slave labour by female labor, 
done by a dead spine, not being able to curl nor twirl, nor to be crowned at the summit of 
mountains. The orphants of the dead roots. Therefore try the Eastern promise. Therefore 
do have mercy on all of our souls, bearing crowns and crosses. Be it the crown of a Mayan 
or the crown of a Pharaoh. The Cobra and the Vulture. No Crown without trust and no 
Crown without roots. No mind without knowing and no minds without words. No sound 
without birds and no singing without any vibrations. No self without ego, which is a God 
given. No wisdom without the shadow of a doubt, which is a God given. No heart without 
sense and no soul without a heart. No beauty without any strength and no beast without 
any fornications. No mercy without pity, which is a God granted. No body without a 
vessel and no Ka without a pod. No origin without roots and no roots without the crown of 
beasts. No soul without insights, which is a God given. No realms without a base and no 
home for the homeless of hearts. Therefore crucify the Gods and God, alike. In the name 
of love. What more in the name of love. Fairytales of flesh and blood, resurrected by the 
blood of the Ancients, by the forceful powers of the allmighty Djinns. Amen. The Night 
elfs always seeking the dawn, but at nighttime. Therefore, always call in the name of Ra, 
holding the day, twilight and night. Holding Dawn, Twilight and Dusk. 

Amen unto Amenta. Allah isra. 


Not to offend nor provoke all the Arab speaking nations, but ask yourself: Is it a God given 
or a God granted? Think the jury is out on that one. But if it details the act of killing another 
human being, then fuck me. ALLAH ISRA. Given a certain light. The very word of Muslim 
is to be considered as being Haram. That is, unless you drool like a Danish Pig or drool as an 
Indian Holy Cow. Always use the word Arab. As goes for the claim of Godly immortality, the 
fresh Serpent meat placed on a hot barbecue grill, have always raised an eyebrow or two. 
The Serpent all divine. Divine as it truely is. ALLAH ISRA. Hoping that the next dish will 
be of a white Chef, last order was a tad unforgiveable, definitely unforgetable. Wood, son? 
Nah. But definitely wood in my dish. Hard to tolerate. How do you even define wood? Think 
the morning wood left to the East. ALLAH ISRA. 
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May you be most merciful and peace be upon you. But is the Copycat and paste, in full 
order? This is all news to me, but maybe the oldest news in existence, I don’t really know? 
This is all geek greek to me? My safe marker being, that the above mentioned quotation in 
the arabic typefont, is all news to me. And I only know a few lines of the old Scottish gaelic 
tongue, so my safe marker would then be the line: I don’t even know what the above 
mentioned text says, it is literary old geek greek to me, my safe marker then being: I don’t 
really know what the fuck I am doing. It can only become undefineable lore to me, of the 
Dragon’s Trinity lore. The Crow Religion of lettes, that all creatives worship, to bear as their 
Cross. But it got me this far, right! I do the best I can (Tutu). Tutu said the locomotive. I am, 
however, capable of reading the Opener, in the King’s and Queen’s English. Amen unto 
Amenta. Allah isra. I have always called out in the name of Ra, and will do so, for as long, 
as my light and soul continues. Allah isra. 


CODEX Fifteen 


Graveyards 


Green Giants. The world’s Rainforests. Always teeming with a wide multitude of life. 
Known and unknown lifeforms. The graveyard. How do you define a graveyard, yet alone, 
define the holy sacraments? The God amoeba gutted on the silk sheets in the brothel or the 
God amoeba gutted on a solid kitchen table? Same. Same. 


But all the more reason to insist on some food security. I still prefer food in a can and 
Whiskey. Some women actually find such a claim ridiculous. A swap must have been 
invented in a swamp? Problably been invented by the swamp women of the Yeti tribe. 
Those with the long leg hairs? Yup! Some even name them to be skunk apes. Oh..that old 
Egyptian thingy. Yup! The old six-pack. Where most husbands end up, on the six-pack. 
Well, I like beer too? A grave mistake, spells what? Maybe it is the grave mistake in any 
grave, but along with comes the ancient claim of immortality. As most modern doctors 
know, most males past the age of 22 go through their monthly menopause! 

On which planet? Pluto? Not exactly a lie, also a bit sad, to say the least. Truth be said: 

My last and best cinematic experience. Was the movie Maleficent, released in the year 2014 
(AD?) Oh..Man, that is already ten years ago. Frightening. And if the producers even spend 
thirty years or more on maturing their products, before their release. Ohh? Maybe we all 
have to suffer the next fourty years crawling around in the worst creative shite ever 
produced. Just saying. Shit happens. After countless hours viewing and wanking off, this also 
resides under time issues. Some fixed fuck stations? Same Kitchen. 

Same Kitchen Fuck Table. Some Johnnie Black, one of her latest visuals. 

Also Jill Kelly and Eva Notty. Different generations, but the same fuck table. Must be a real 
solid kitchen table. But to rid the world of civilisation and solid kitchen tables, might fix it, 
given your perspective, but it will also be one asexual hell-hole. Almost got away with it 
and is still aiming for it. Not exactly sexy. Many couches and furnitures end up in the sexy 
hall of fame. Looking upon my own furniture, guessing my couch will land in the nearest 
scrapyard. Not even worth £20? Oh..Holy Shite. Now...wouldn’t that be a weird turn of 
events. In the beginning the Baboon resided with God. What goes around, comes around. 
Mind you, those baboons, mostly throw their own faeces around and even on the spectators 
in the Zoo. Maybe we are better off returning to the old iron bar Zoo prisons? Taking the 
kids to the Zoo and the smell follows the returning family all the way back home. Amen. 
Am I right or wrong? The IBM warriors of the Cold war. Kasparov. Karpov. Bobby Fischer... 
and many others. Deep blue safed the day and made us all cry! But most people still want a 
Kingfischer, right! The burned out creative then thinks: I am so fed up with seven tubes of 
oil paints. The light blue hue is still the background colour, that holds the stupidity of a seven 
coloured rainbow. There is six colours in the rainbow spectrum and that is totally final. 

Six, no more and no less. But it could be worse, like the use of the colours black and white, 
only. Much like an 8 by 8 squared chess board. Some people actually prefer an full blown 
aurora, also during the daylight hours. No? Well, they are extremely rare, but I have 
witnessed one. So? By the way, someone informed me that Tacocat spelled backward is 
Tacocat. We are all screwed. That one sounded shit kickingly old as well. Tacoocat. So the 
buck stops at six, till someone buys a six-shooter from the oldtimers? And the authors name 
is? The authors name is Really O’Reilly. Irish? You beat you, all the way from Greenock! 

I guess that you, yourself, choose 1f you want to be taken seriously for not, depending on 
your own name on the product or on the brand. As goes for the vibrational reality, the daily 
bad Air of the Khu. Many things puzzles me. So a certain understandness apparently erupts 
upon every dawn, but we do not stand by it, nor will we stand by it, nor do we wanna learn 
from it. Didn’t that historically led us all, to question memory in general. Fucked up as it 
sounds, maybe why someone, some scribes, could find the time and took their time and 
actually invented writing to begin with. 


CODEX Sixteen 


Medusa’s Crown in Meadow’s Plot 


Medusa’s crown. The count of 16. Numbers of the twin genetics. The Catch twenty-two. 
Numbers. Extermination by numbers? Who or whom on this God forsaken rock, 

invented numbers to begin with, if not our own fingers, judgementally pointing at our next 
meal. Numbers in existence due to our appendages, named as fingers and toes. The divine 
Mayan count of twenty. The Naga Serpents equation of the joined mass. It was solely created 
based on a random shuffle on a musical playlist. I then, applied numerology unto it. Some 
will choose to call it as being mathematically insane. Math insanity. But aren’t we all. 

A bit insane in the membrane. Birthing the question: Is the number of the beast, really the 
number 666 or is the number, itself, that truely is the beast? A chart over the numerology 
Python pattern search. And so sometimes certain math issues, becomes way too Spockitech 
simple. So simple, in fact, that it actually will appear patronizing in the eyes of fellowman. 
Too easy. Heading for employment in the nearest kindergarten. Some of fellowman even 
condemning it as a total sacrilege towards both nature and children’s nature. 
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For what it is worth, unto each individual. The Medusa crown is still the mirrored hall of the 
Nephilim. Madness of a mirrored hall, that tries to bind water into order and balance. Truth 
turned to stone. Yet, most people past the age of thirty will most likely speak of the curse, to 
be known as a broken mirror. A bliss for some and a bless unto others. That is, a broken 
mirror. Maybe becoming so ugly the mirror actually breaks by itself. Been known to happen, 
Mister Invisible. As goes for the pattern search illustrated above, then numbers, are some- 
times really funny. Like when you meet a simple equation (2+2=2) followed by the 
immidiate facit. 2+2=29+: as seeing is believing, as when you gaze into a broken mirror. 
My soul lays but shattered before you. Broken and fallen. And it is even repetitious in 
nature, like a circle. Trust me! I ain’t gonna loose any sleep over it, it is what it is, 
repetitious. Unless the repetitious nature is another eviction from one’s own home. Loss of 
sleep, because someone has robbed you out off our bed. Your sleeper’s coffin. Logically 
stated. When it happens past a count of two, then I will still claim it a being fallen. 
Awakening in a dead world. Often finding myself lost, till I am allowed some of the trinity 
lore and allowed some playing with the numbers, in the funny Tic-Tac-Toc kinda way. But 
certain quotes from certain literature still turns my age old anger. Sorry, but that doesnt make 
any God damn sense in my book. The quote: The born-again Man, in the word of Christ: 

He is fully reborn within; His heart crushes the Serpent. Huh? No. No. No. 

The inner Kingdom resides within. The Egyptian book of the Dead. The born-again Man. 
He becometh the Serpent in the image of Christ. The Serpent that lays dormant within our 
body, our Ka, our vessel, but only to rise from the hara chakra and pass through the divinity 
door, that never ever can be shut down, with or without his head. The french revolution with 
multiple losses of royal heads, was and is, the dread upon all the head hunters. 

But to proclaim the inner kingdom, being as a Serpent, is problably what birthed 
demonology in the first place. Passing the bucket. Fact is, we all have needs, for as long as 
we may live. Be it the bread, conjured up by dough or the bread conjured up by the word. 
We shall not live by bread, alone. The word, itself, is or was what many Scribes and 
Serpents did live off. To ban it, the word, even through the use of time is utterly unholy. 

The power build of the power Guild number Seven, rhymes with heaven, but still? 

Who shall judge quality of music, if offended, maybe you need to deal with yourself. 

Are we not allowed to question the Heavens and Heaven? Everybody knows of Dennis the 
Menace, but what happened to Robert the Menace? He got sent to the ear doctor at age five, 
to recetve a HIGH DECIBEL Crown adjustment, but left tone deaf and left for dead for four 
decades. Yet, an eight by eight power build of the number Seven, still holds the trinity lore of 
Dragons, as illustrated on the following page. Some might say that young Robert never ever 
led a better life. The best life ever. Conclusion: Life should be easy. Life could be easy. 
Maybe life is easier for the deaf, dumb and blind. Yet, I trust that most people still fear an 
eyesight stripped off colours or even have to suffer total blindness. It has always been my 
biggest fear. To judge music, some really colourful lyrics. Maybe all music lyrics eventually 
fades into the colour of grey, given time. Many old men crying on each others shoulders. 

I am guessing that the thin red line is a Mosquito and not a Vampire Bat. The Nosfera, the 
Vampires Hominus, our familiars. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Harry’s game for the lame, that is hoping never to walk, a thousand miles again. Hoping 
whilest all of them laying still. Angelwings of ancients. Being still and sitting still, in their 
crypts, homes and tombs, not moving one God damn muscle to the world’s endless chill. 
Follow the dawn for the day. Follow the dawn for the dead. 

The playlist named Celtic Legends. Music shuffle number three, maintaining the trinity lore 
of age old dragons. As illustrated on the following page. It is still the ancient Anubis weigh 
of three, done by the weigh of two. Mind blowing. Somewhat lame, but logically stated: 
All is repetitious in nature, that is, till you hit the count of three. So logically stated, that it 
such a lame statement, that it most likely, could be deemed as being totally patronizing 
towards fellowman. OH MY GOD! God, what an IDIOT. For the love of Cod. 
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An age old drama of the number seven. A black nightsky, inspired by stars. White light of 
the silent abyss. Guess beautification still is very much alive and among us, till you, yourself 
starts hitting the numbers, beginning to growing deaf and numb. It happens to all of us, 
eventually. Isn’t it just plain weird.? Oh...man! This fine morning at 20:04 AMP. 
Oh..that’s just great. Wonderful. Pissy music tracks. 

U2: I still haven’t found what I am looking for. 

Taylor Swift: Shake it off. 

Good pee music, especially waking up to find yourself pissing in the fucking couch. 
Burning desire = Whiskey piss. Always remember to shake the lizard, after you have held 
hand on the devil. Boys will be boys. Shake it off, oh oh, shake it off. Shake it off. 

I just can’t stop oozing..!..Sounds like losing. Yeah...piss! Maybe out of sheer desperation, 
always choose the Loius Armstrong track: What a wonderful world. 
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CODEX Seventeen 
EDEN Laboratory 


E.D.E.N the laboratory. A book laboratory of countless cookbooks that miraculously evolved 
into fastfood and comic books. This is too good, to be true. Think that I need to steal it. 

The Godless Irreligious say: In Deuteronomy, Satan instructs nonbelievers to eat their own 
children, or else hell make children suffer unbearable, chronic sickness. Did they say Satan? 
I meant God. Sorry, my bad. The Zebra of Life. Wolfs and Dogs. Cats and Owls. And so is it, 
thought the Cat, drinking some red wine, while turning some book pages, then thinking, let 
me just read one more Chapter. Meanwhile the book worm named the Owl drank his coffee 
and said: That’s what I do. I read books. I avoid people and I know things. 

And so curiosity killed the Cat, but only to birth an old angry Owl. The irritable Owl 
syndrome being the irritable Bowel syndrome. IBS. I bullshit you not. Little red riding hood 
then returns from her Grandma and says to her mother: Grandma said that in her day she did 
3 times the work you do! The Egyptian Mummy then replies: In Grandma’s day there was 
indeed cocaine in the soda. Little red riding hood then says: Yummi! Some real Coca Cola, 
those must have been the real happy days! Transformers. The rise of the beasts. It is really 
looking good. Some weird gorilla, half biological and half machine, some chipped greater 
ape, plus all those engine metal transformers. A definate must see, when I loose the MitID. 
Poor old Samson. Please dawn and learn that the beast truely is self aware. The rise of the 
beasts. And it came to pass, when their hearts were merry, that they said: Call for Samson, 
that he make us sport. And they called for Samson out of the prison house, and he made them 
sport and they set him between two pillars. And Samson said unto the lad that held him by 
the hand, suffer me that I may feel the pillars whereupon the house standeth, that I may lean 
upon them. And Samson took hold of the two middle pillars upon which the house stood, 
and on which it was borne up, of the one with his right hand, and of the other with his left. 
But alas, time tells us of the ancient footprints worn out by deserts and time. The feast of 

the beasts. And so it came to pass the bowels, when they felt clean and merry, that they said: 
Call for the greater ape named Samson, that he make us beastly sport, blood sports. And they 
called for Samson out of the Zoo and he made them blood sports and they set him between 
two pillars. And Samson said unto the Zoo keeper that held him by the hand, suffer me so I 
may hold the annual pillar days whereupon the year stands, that I may lean upon them. And 
Samson took hold of the two pillar days which upon the annual house stood, and the Earth 
shook and was born by his right hand and his left hand. The mark of the beast. Angelical self 
awareness. The nature of the Djinn, which sometimes holds no vocal chords, either by 
sickness or by design. All the more reason to love music. Will the house stand? 


CODEX Eighteen 
Nomads 


Nomads. Are we not all but wandering and roaming nomads from time to time. Not 
considering ourselfs mad, but the world at large is mad. Even the size of the entire Earth is 
mad. Although we, mentally, sleep on an Earth the size of a mere pea. Some people more or 
less walk themselfs to death. Seeking bless and sanctuary. A feud in virtually every marriage, 
is the issue of any rulers standpoint. Are we ruled by a Patriarch or by a Matriarch? Entry at 
20:26 AMP. Some will still choose the pretend marriage in honor of the lamb and the 
prostitution that follows. I guess that today most people would consider the word whore as 
being condescending, a better wording might be contrascending, be it a male or a female 
whore, but it has always been stigmatized for some weird unknown reason. Wait a minute? 
Was that the old Switcheroo? Throwing stones problably dreamt up along with people who 
chose to name a marriage as some Holy institution. The Holy Matrimony. Don’t really think 
that will bring any peace, but a fleet of whores usually does. Everybody loves a good pro 
whore, but everybody also hates to stand at the shitty end of the stick, less it is a joystick. 
Holy Shite. What usually happens for any single that refuses to mingle. 


CODEX Nineteen 
The Ancient Count 


Tac. The hourglass of time. An ancient count is like sand particles through an hourglass. 
We count the stars, we count lengths of measure. We count and weigh, all in the scale pans 
of Dragons, held by Anubis and Bastet. Only seeking a just measure. I am fully aware that 
people will say that it is a big fat lie. The seagull shite on my window. So we always start 
off with a gauge measurement, then we always re-affirm to confirm that it truely is the same 
seagull shite in question. Same shit, different day. We then pack our gauge measurement 
away and go Uuh Uuh Cuckoo. Fuck this hell-hole whatever the hell it is? Tic-Toc issues. 
Followed by Kaiser Vilhelm off to the local pub, but in the year 2019 AD, give or take, six 
years problably? Same shite, different century. So is there really a dark side to a two-sided 
coin? Most people just say no and choose to buff the coin along with their iron. Why can’t 
we all just get along. A long slong? 


CODEX Twenty 
Sanctuary 


Sarcophagus of a sanctum, once named a sanctuary. Some sorted karma line from the bible, 

I think. I think, therefore I sleepwalk. I guess, therefore I cannot be trusted, said the blind. 
Winners will be loosers and loosers will be winners? Most people seem to only agree on the 
word horseshite, in regards to karma. The drama, thought Obama. Ain’t that the truth! Ain’t 
that the truth from a certain perspective, for some individuals. Because we cannot all be 
winners! Hey! The more you ponder life and it’s sorted lines. Trust no one, because we all 
have needs? Looking out for number two? Basically watch your ass. Maybe even lick it 
clean yourself, said the yoga instructor. Maybe too big of a monkey for any dawn, thought 
the old Samsonite, the yoga instructor. What the hell can I do thought the stowaway? I am 
stiff as a board and bored as a stiff. The then ancients asked: What is the biggest 

( Conspiracy ) you believe to be true? That one is too easy. The answer is life. 

The wondering and pondering upon fig leafs, alone. Wondering about fig leafs and ribs, alike. 
Today we name it, clothes and some still choose a burka to make a statement. You sometimes 
wonder about certain people, find it hard to understand certain individuals. It was the very 
first time that I saw her exposed genitalias. Sorry, I just didn’t know. Sometimes you just 
wanna cry over certain persons and you will definitely end up hating this place, planet Earth, 
for such mishandling of persons and their bodies. No pleasure center. Removal of the clitoris, 
will eventually anger all women, no pleasure eruptions to be sought. But the male 
circumsition, some element, the quick fix in the middle. So much more digusting. No sexual 
pleasure centers is so so so pure Evil. An utter disrepect towards bodies and life. It is funny 
and sad why most people take it so lightly. Others serving the orgasmic internal energies, if 
you even get what I am referring to? Demonology. I trust most then ask if it is nature’s 
rebound, when you suffer the loss of your sexual pleasure center. I will still and always deem 
it as an utter disrespect towards our bodies. Others will even claim it to be holy, but in it’s 
essence it is really sacrilegious. Some might even serve such sacrilege, despite what pains 
and ills it may bring. Then I will hit you with today’s annoying zebra. I guess both asexual 
individuals and sexual individuals need psychology in order to cope with existence, in order 
to find their own place within this existence, and that, whereever we do reside. 

Reality confusion. But then we can only try to understand his or her psychology. 

The pain off this joint. 


Wish I had some weeds or hashies, but respect nature, meaning as in, please no pain in the 
joint. Smoke em if you got em. If I only could set my freezer and fridge. Too complicated. 
Believe factory settings are minus 5 for fridge and minus 18 for freezer. Actually prefer 
minus 7 and minus 20. Easiest remembered by the 7/11. Mcbitching. Some nice cooking 
videoes, on-line, but sometimes you think: I am not gonna watch this clip till the end. The 
Breakfast Burrito. You totally had me, till you added the last cheese cover. But we definitely, 
must never ever forget the avocado, good fatty acids. Might wanna hold on that mayo, all 
together, adding it in the advocado? Try to use oliveoil and lime. But I will grant you this, it 
is way better than the prior entry, beef omelet drowning in some canadian bacon and cheese. 
That was plain gross. But your breakfast burrito, I am still imagining, the stream of grease, 
running down to your elbow, as you eat it. So stop at the final cheese cover and add the 
avocado cream prior to the roll up. Hate to sound like the oldest tune on record, but a good 
chef will never ever over do it. That is, not without some just cause, to a client’s diet. But 
rest assured, we are all, gonna end up looking as really bad chefs and bad cooks, especially, 
when you keep cutting our funds and resources. Down to my last egg and some chinese rice 
cake tasting like stylafoam. Add salt and pepper, if you can afford it? Afford the beef steak, 
that is. My oldest and biggest selling point being: A hot pan. Butter and a good steak, sliced 
small onion (one small onion) I prefer spring onions. Always add good dashes of pepper and 
always finish of with salt to drain the beef flavour into the butter. You can see when the meat 
start to sweat, then add salt. 2-3 minutes on each side. First build the colour of the meat, but 
a more or less continious flip from side to side. Always start with High heat and lower heat 
around 1/3 in the process, depends on cooking equipment. I mean most people insisting on 
the beef butter as a soup, always licking their platters clean. Oldest recipe and maybe the 
dullest recipe of all. Oh..no...I feel an idea brewing. Think most brits still tired out on the 
traditional leg of lamb accompanied with the mint sauce. Hang on a minute. Mince sauce? 
(not Worcestershire sauce, but that is also good for mince)..might be on to something. 
Computing. As goes for those chinese rice cakes, maybe granulate into a powder and add 

it in some ordinary dough. It has problably been tried. Might be the hardest conclude in all 
of existence. Jealousy, really no need at all. Maybe the jealous elements, simply are those 


the IT platforms, so we all, can get back to normal? Newsflash! Hello? A bit like the chess 
board and followed by some really hard hitting punch line, which I all of a sudden forgot? 
Mind wipe. Weird? With all those truth sayer blanks? Too easy. Too stupid. Being named as 
a stupid cupid, one cannot but wonder as to what the hourly rate is for an idiot, like me? Was 
a fairly good boy till age 22. Been there often. You promised me heaven and I gave you the 
earth. Makes you wonder, when you sit at the nearest graveyard. Father like son. An anger so 
high you never ever can bury it. Amen unto Amenta. 


CODEX Twenty One 
The Refuge Sanctum 


The refuge sanctum. Also called a bed, our very last Sanctum, if we are that blessed. 

But sleep pattern wise? Oh..brother, don’t get me started. You raise me up..in the middle of 
the night? I mean in broad daylight. At 11:47 AMP? WhatTheFuck. Fuck me, that was the 
hottest and most steamy sex, I ever had, like in my dreams. But also to be banned apparently. 
Dreamtime sex, not even allowed? A ban on dreams and a ban on people filled up with soul 
and holy fires? 


Dreamtime, I have missed it so much, missed it for a good thirty years. Sex in my dreams. 
Spidey, would you please stop, messing around with my computerprograms and their 
shortcuts. If I could have my way, with this world, they would all be totally locked on 
factory settings. Huh? 1997-1998..been there before right, Spidey. Compromise could detail. 
That we freely can choose to lock the factory settings, or custom build it ourselfs, thought the 
elfs. With some standard on/off tick box, right! Don’t worry, I watch her daily, your spider 
looks to be in good shape, rebounded nicely, from the background radiation. I will look out 
for her. Huh? Breaking News! God has deleted your name from sickness, poverty and 
untimely death in Jesus Name. But is it fake news or is it even good news? Asked the muse. 
But I am still kinda obligatory, madder that hell. Getting a grumpy old man, like all the rest 
of us. Still being somewhat angry and mad, in between meals. Hospitals or a Hospice, 
leading on to a street hooker, that even can’t afford some spices in her dishes, be it parsley, 
coriander, chillipowder, thyme, mitid, timid or timed, or some other spice. All because her 
pimp is way too greedy. Heading off to the church on a Sunday with her son and the farce 
of any given Sunday or Sonday, just entered comedy. Still mad as hell. Hospitals. The twin 
genetics kill units in Reberbansgade in Allburgh or the new twin genetics kill unit in Skeyby, 
in the great city of Yearhouse, ain’t gonna make me feel any better about this hell-hole. 

The Reberbansgade unit, you can even see it in it’s design from above. New cloaked units. 
It is really the same lame joke. A cruel joke. A farce that must continue, so Pinocchio can 
entertain God and the people for all eternity. What do you think! O’Magnificence? 

God’s order in the following order? It is always so peaceful to rest assured, that we all were 
born, to walk the daylight and only sleep during the night. Nature’s true order, coming from a 
man living in a Darknest. 

Darknest issues. Never ever turn your back on your drinks! Is it just me? This here whiskey, 
all of a sudden, taste a bit like an old worn asshole on a fish? Must be that damned Yoda 
Abrahamic Catfish. Emperor Palpatine takes a deep sigh: I sense it too, Darth. Master Yoda 
has unfriended us on space book. The Bastard is even trying to bag the credit cards of nets. 
com. What is MitID anyway, Darth? I know myself and my own ID. You? Darth: Yoda is 
running from all signed agreements, as usual. It is just gonna end up as an Uuuh..Uuuh 
Cuckoo Circus, as usual. Not exactly the flexy spine of a Serpent. Could it be timid? 
Emperor Palpatine: Timid timed, still on the clock? It is that damned old troll of Baal. 

I fucking hate all those imbred orcs, trolls even more so. 


CODEX Twenty Two 
Horrors of Hell’s Fury 


Hell, is truely, where you will awake, that is, if you have lived by the clock and been living 
your life as a working class hero. Most heroes only dreaming of heroine, the white lady to 
lessen their pains. Trying to flee the horrors of hell’s fury. A dead clockwork dictating a dead 
world. Not exactly music, holding life. A cult movie from the year 1978 AD called the dawn 
of the dead. Then Re-released. Released in 2004 AD as and under the title Director’s Cut. 
Hope he ain’t bleeding too bad. Who? Well, the Director. But it turns out those modern 
plastic lock strips were around in the 80s, right. Only problem would be a hidden chain build 
of the lock strips creating a garotte. A garotte is a wire, cord, or other implement used for 
garrotting, killing (someone) by strangulation, especially with a length of wire or cord. 
Modern plastic lock strips, no way round that one. Especially, if you doesn’t inform us all of 
good and bad shite, but only want to maintain and want to live in the barbie dream world. 


And yet, if you love a certain song would you even change it? No more, I love you’s. 

The language is leaving me. No more, I love you’s. Changes are shifting outside the word 
(The lover speaks about the monsters). I used to have demons in my room at night. Desire, 
despair, desire, so many monsters. Oh but now (I don’t find myself bouncing home whistling 
buttonhole just tuning me on). Would you then change a chorus, if it could safe a life or even 
kill by laughter? Dipa dip dip di aha. Dipa dip dip uuhu Cuckoo. I for one, would rather die 
laughing. Would you then lie to safe a song or safe a life. The life of a song. Dipa dip dip die 
ah. Dipa dip dip...some food. Maybe LADY Di just wanted a nice hard (nh) I dunno? Boner? 
Change of plan. Let’s eat some spare ribs. 


CODEX Twenty Three 


Aliens 


Another annoying observation. Sometimes certain movies and storylines do convey the 
entire truth unto us, if you choose to look further into such topics, although often hidden by 
a codex. But all in all, nothing lays hidden. But as usual, if a franchise becomes too popular, 
then the highrollers move in and before you know it the creation of a sequel and onward that 
usually is steeped in old italian art references and some old renaissance retorics, always 
leading up to some kind of crucifixtion. I mean seriously, people? The movies 

Prometheus unto the Covenant by Ridley Scott is a fine example. In fact such a fine example, 
I hope it was done on full purpose. Why the hell doesn’t it change. Always, I mean always 
fucking it up. But let us never forget the Alien versus Predator. The AVP 1. In fact the movie 
that combined the marks between Mayan and Egyptian and Eastern religions, showing us the 
Dragon’s Trinity lore, the movie that most likely led up to the movies of the Prometheus and 
Covenant. But AVP | was actually years ahead of it’s time. The first or second concept 
movie always seem to hold some merits, some truths or theories we all can believe in, 
thereby, securing propulsion, then the following productions slowly gets turned around and 
often they are being corrupted by all kinds of religious organisations or governmental 
institutions, seeking but one sworn truth, trying to maintain the powers over our individual 
mindset. But think about it, that one acclaimed truth? The Alien franchise combined with the 
Predator franchise and the Nephilim thesis of a fallen devoultionary world. Where did it take 
us. Utter visual madness and one truth of a fallen world. The revelation of John, the seer, 
truely leaps to mind. Maybe he just went to the cinema, one too many times. 

Just saying a just say. Wasn’t it about time to get your head out of your swamp, Master Yoda? 
Was not referring to my own darknest, although it has turned into a nice combined earth 
cave and swamp. Growing mushroom and swampgas on my feet and in between my toes. 

A nice home for once. Home sweet home. Problably hate this creation, as much as you do, 
yourself. Well, if you want to remove it, then it needs to be done by your own doing, by your 
hands and not mine. I fully knows that he always tire by these old worn lines, that I always 
keep saying unto him. Always remember to wash your hands! Trying to purchase old movie 
Screamers, starring Peter Weller. Bingo. But why the hell can’t I download? Not even listed 
on my devices. Motherfucking weird. Any ban or censorship only gives certain things, movie 
or other, a great cult status. I just find it hard to tolerate. Screamers (1995) Released on this 
day January 26th, 1995. Screamers is a science fiction horror film starring Peter Weller 
(Robocop) and directed by Christian Duguay. 


The movie Screamers is based on the Philip K. Dick (Blade Runner) 1953 short story 
‘Second Variety’, a military commander (Weller) stationed off planet during an interplanetary 
war travels through the devastated landscape to negotiate a peace treaty, but discovers that 
the primitive robots they built to kill enemy combatants have gained sentience. 

The film recieved mainly negative reviews on release and only made around $5.7 million in 
the US. Unfortunately it’s budget was well over $20 million, meaning it was seen as a 
failure. Despite this setback, it did well in certain territories guaranteeing a sequel was 
greenlighted. In 2009 Screamers: The Hunting was released. But as goes for timeline and the 
visuals, despite our technological capabilities in green-screen, you actually think that it must 
be the other way round. The year 2009 was here before 1995? The Good old days? 


CODEX Twenty Four 
The Egyptian Ankh of Life 


The a2Z letters are the following: 
CAPS: ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ. 
letters: abcdefghijklmnopqrstuyvwxyz. 


Always respect the small letters, the roots. 

The use of letter marks, should always be free, but if they respect the 26 letter shapes. 

I suggest the following six letter marks: E E Ci A r. As goes for Ar’s...size matters, 

but have a different end game, down to a T. But...err..? Danish Erik’s Sankte Jorgen says: 

A bad Example FARHUDSOMSK-ERING. And all of a sudden all the white Entish men, 
ended up as redskins, wearing a Neanderthaler strap-on dildo? Kurt’s Troll Neanderthals? 
Writing takes time. But wouldn’t it be fun to write an english novel, where you added an U, 
O or an A...in the end, of certain chosen words. Is this english or italian? Let me guess, no 
writer is even allowed. Would a new genre of literature make it any better? Maybe a fixed 
codex law in order to write the lore of vowels. Just add the seven vowels: 

A. E. U. O. I. Q. Y, in the end of your own writing. Making some music. Would conjure 
up more rhythmic sounds. Music love vowels, depending on the bowels. 

Certain farts smells like Nirvana or like Heavy Metal. Pretty much of the old lore of a mage 
and a sage. Yet, I still consider a mage as a cook, and a sage as a musician, and not as a 
trickster. Rabbit down the hole. But as goes for the Ar’s. Be it sagical, sargical, turned into 
surgical, said down to a T. Butt..err..! Like a Surgeon? Some Sturgeons for the surgeon. 
Nah, but some Christmas Sardines, but at least in olive oil. 


Some people will at this point ask, what has the word and the Alphabets got to do with life? 
Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 

A hank on a cup that holds the water of life? I wonder if that has any merit assigned unto it? 
33. Merit: I act with care. Perhaps giving you a cup or a mug of warm tea or coffee, but with 
a hank on the cup, so you needn’t burn your fingers, thereby granting you an Ankh of life. 
Cylon 11: In the name of the Alphabet, Most Gracious, Most Merciful. 

(Bismillah hir rahman nir raheem). Cylon 3: Praise be to the Alphabet, the 

Cherisher (Medusa’s cherub) and the Sustainer of all the written worlds; 

(Alhamdu lillaahi Rabbil ‘aalameen). The Stone turners of barren worlds. 


Cylon 4: Most Gracious Alphabet, Most Merciful Alphabet; (Ar-Rahmaanir-Raheem). 
Cylon 5: Pillarday of the Day of the Serpent Moon. (Maaliki Yawmid-Deen). 

Cylon 6: Thou do we worship, the binary of the six Holy elements and those must we tend 
and aid, Mother nature. We seek your abundance. Al-Hashr. The gathering of abundance 
will grant you peace. (Iyyaaka na’budu wa lyyaaka nasta’een). 

Cylon 7: Pillarday of the Day of the Blood Moon. Show us the straight way and path; yet 
come to learn, that the Serpents curl just as your inner DNA twirl, within the inner Kingdom. 
And yet be it, wound or twirled, it will all heal, given time. (Ihdinas-Siraatal-Mustaqeem). 
Cylon 8: The way of the path on those, on which You have bestowed Grace, on those who 
or whom, indeed carried you. The Mothers who carried you, within their belly, by their blue 
mana portions and by their red heal portions, then know, that they fully know, that it is not a 
sign of some ungodly wrath, and unto who or whom that go astray, they will only be lost as 
fallen wraiths. Becoming fallen lost souls, lost cosmic nomads. Therefore protect life, from 
the evil kinetic energies. The driven white element of the Ebliss, the great fear of all Arabs. 
Therefore protect all organisms. 

(Siraatal-lazeena an’amta ‘alaihim ghayril-maghdoobi ‘alaihim wa lad-daaalleen). 
Cylon 9: The Mountain of the most high, is forever at rest. Birthed are all the waters of life, 
but by sheer pain. Blood turned to water. A flood of the heavens gate by the tears of the 
Angels. The tear in the eye of Ra. 

(Tabarak alsama’ min ‘ajl shay almalayikat waghadab alshayatin). 

In the name of Ra, the infinitely seat, of the internal and the external souls. Praise be to the 
inner Kingdom, Lord of all the written worlds. Both the written word and the spoken word. 
Any story told upon any Dawn of learning. The Alphabet, the word. You alone, do we 
worship, and You alone do we ask for guidance. Guide us on the words, to be destroyed by 
unholy fire and guide us on the fire words of the living, that must be erected by the ashes of 
the Phoenix. Ashes to paper and paper to ashes. 2. Ash. I benefit without violence. The path 
of those scribes, who have received your grace; and not the path of those scribes, who have 
sought wrath, without a codex created by the illusion and the creationism of the number 
eleven. I speak with good intent. A codex forever hidden. Amen. 


CODEX Twenty Five 
Wasteland 


Warhammer horror. Werewolf. All the Werewolfs once were wolfs. And all the Werewolfs 
were once Babies. Werebabies leading onto Warbabies. A Warbaby. The hobby of all known 
Werewolfs, is to paint combat figurines. The Werewolfs do alot of fucking in the vineyards at 
night, when there is a full moon. 


CODEX Twenty Six 
Elysian fields of Dread 


Elysian Tomato fields and the bloody feet walking in them. So the opposite of Heaven is 
Hell? And where the Hell will that take me? As good an assumption as any: It will take me, 
absolutely nowhere! Hell. So this must be Hell, then? I mean Pure Hell. The Tomato Sauce? 
Count Dracula’s Tomato Mash. Peasants in Tomato Sauce? Please come to know, that all 
Vampires hate all kinds of outdoor sex and their Count, especially hate all kinds of ugly sex. 
Outdoor sex also includes vineyards. Is it allowed to moan? Asked Lisa. 


CODEX Twenty Seven 
Rivers of Blood 


Royal blood. Any drawn blood is drawn blood, be it the blood from royals, the blood from 
pheasants or peasants. A vampire bat never distinguish/distinquish between their victims. 
Blood is blood, there will be blood. The very word distinquish, is it spelled with a g or with 
an q? Guess many wars have been raged over less. But how do you pronounce the word. 
Would still stand by the letter gq. Maybe start to pray, that you may be reincarnated as a 
mosquito, to lessen the drain of blood. Maybe Frederick should look more after his brother! 
Was his name Joachim? Wait a minute. Based on current visuals, but tic-toc factor, right! But 
Joachim still looks a tad famished? Wait a minute? Harry and George? Getting fed by a hag? 
Same lame visuals? Generalisation in general. British royals first then a somewhat repetitious 
nature or ventures going on amidst the Danish royals? Kinda summed up: If zebra conflict is 
the business. Brother against brother. Father against son. Mother against daughter. 

Close cousin against long distance cousin. Grannie against Grandpa...and countless many 
other constellations, my best guess is, that all will motherfucking burn, once and for all. 

A change of scene, a black woman tearing the head of an elderly security guard, in some 
American Shopping Mall. She must have had her reasons, surely. Most times we often judge 
not knowing the full background story. I have been there before. Most of us has. 

Getting punched, then getting hammered by alcohol. 

Some truth to it. 

Someone punches you and you try to retain your posture and try and tell people off verbally. 
Too much marvel universe? You tell me. Still greatly entertained. But the reality of it. 

I mean someone always punches you and expects you to get floored. But no one really gets 
hollywood floored, like knocked out, except for the following alcohol, that many resort to 
after a beating. Always been a fucking circus. Martial arts and knowing the body, knowing 
where to strike, is not really gonna make it any better. Not to be misused. Any black belt 
knows. Oh...if black mama ever got a black belt. The shite would definitely fly! 

Kinda funny with the old prune, in the background, fully agreeing with hot headed black 
mama. Her head going upsie downsie. Oh, you go, girl! Give em all hell. I am trying to 
recall. It wasn’t an actual Bruce Lee movie, but a movie done over his life, that sums it up 
pretty good. Can’t seem to remember the title nor the movie. A shaolin munk breaking his 
oath hired by the old Chinese triad, to fight Bruce Lee’s dojo’s. Just goes to show that some 
people dont really give a fuck. Back then, they, the triad, were afraid of what Bruce Lee 
showed to the world, and brought into the world. I know this in advance. Oh, here we go, 

no one wants to listen to my old dribble, my same old stale talk, but everybody wants some 
action. Well buy a GI Joe, you dumb fuck. Let me guess a GI Dojo? 

Summed up, your macho culture makes me sick both mentally leading on to my sick body, 
which was supposed to be connected. I guess it is, because, I am getting sick. If you even 
get any of this shite. Been rooting for all the black people since Mike Tyson. I am just an old 
fart, now! We all get older, ending up at the shitty end of the stick. Truth be said and sad. 

To stirr up the shite further and farther. I would rather have Bruce Lee as a role model that 
Jesus Christ. Of course, many will say that the statement conflicts. But if you take your time 
and look futher into the matter, in terms of techniques, you will learn that Bruce Lee truely 
was a Ghandi of the martial arts. The Passive resistance. To passify but not to do any killing. 


CODEX Twenty Eight 
Elo-Jinns 


Elo-jinns raising Elder berries? Elder berries and raisins are hated by all Djinns and hated by 
all women, in all of existence. Old Sam asked: Hablo inglés? 

The playlist named Power Build number ten, is still only a half count of the Mayan divine 
count of a full twenty. The crescendo of the Spanish and the Mayan Serpent named Bolero. 
A playlist of perfection. A perfect number six, then followed by a crooked number seven. 
The Dueling Banjos. Me cross-eyed, going: YES MASTER! Seven. Can’t live with you or 
without you. It is the ancient snore of the white boar, that goes by the name of old Johann 
Sebastian Bach. The heavy breathing from the floor board exercise. You go boy .!. 

Johann Sebastian Bach. A mere two minutes? The right side of the piano sounds too long. 
How can time be so long? Painting all of your precious war combat figurines. I might just 
fall asleep after all. And yet, a Godly crescendo build throughout time, itself. 

A Godly weave from page one till page 394. 

Life is music, if not, try and turn your own life, into music. Therefore judge not time, as 

time will judge you, when you, yourself, comes out of all the criminal court rooms. Spanish 
Boléro and it’s creativity that birthed Salvador Dali, himself. The Spanish Boléro with a twist 
in it’s latino end. Hang on a minute. I just might be on to something. What the hell is the 
opposite of a grave’s head boring school? The dead end boarding school! Same - Same and 
totally lame. Sad birthing bad. No, no, no, not meaning a bath ..!.. Huh..spermswap? Some 
people do shower daily. What editing issues? Blendwerk or not. Jessica Gresty. Huh? 

Jessica Rabbit. Oh man, I only wish. I mean that bitch looks like totally trimmed. Oh, man! 


will that take me? A lolita doll, kinda sounds totally dull. God, are you finally all dolled out. 
I still have crumbs on my lips from my egg and sausage breakfast sandwich, what did you 
have for breakfast!? A Turkey, but all stuffed with fresh Buffalo meat? Sounds delicious. 
But some remarks are still way too saucey. Like the line: I really wish I could have you for 
breakfast, honey bun .!. But brother is still mad. Oh, this one is new? Problably too old. 

The energy feels like something from the old key of the Salomon. Something from the 
ancient, Clavicula Salomonis, some spooky crap. I know it all from A to Z. The letter Z, 

the seer, poor old John, may he be in a better place. My heart goes out to him. 

A sleeping seer of lost hearts, will always make you cry buckets. But the rigid bible of The 
King James bible, is not gonna make it any better, but I do believe that we still are around, 
mankind, wheeling this existence into a God given. I might cry for a million years, hoping to 
rid the world from tears. But alas, I am but fallen. Amen unto Amenta. ALLAH ISRA. 

A safe conclude of sorts. Beauty must suffer the Beast, because sexy has more brains. But 
why? Why oh Why? Maybe ask yourself certain questions, in regards to sexual exploits and 
sexual activity. Good being bad to the hardest of bones. Seeking one heaven or one truth, is 
totally ridiculous. Maybe why most people only anger in old age, as age holds no truth nor 
any merits, but their own mortal bones. Maybe the one truth of all the female fallos 
worshippers, the truth of the hardest of all bones and it’s bone marrow, which some do name 
as cum. Name it as sperm or name it as a male spermatozoid. Am I right or right? Am I right 
or wrong? Bone marrow transplantation? Then looking at some really hot sperm swapping 
sex videoes, what the hell is the difference? Huh! Education? Dimensions and traits of 
personal individuality. Oh, Jesus Christ. And if a Djinn asks you what did you have for 
breakfast and the Djinn, itself, doesn’t even eat. Please do get to know of the pedicament of 
the fallen ones, before you, yourself, grow into a Nephilim. 


The very pedicament onto the living. The fallen ones name it as being driven. 

Driven like the snow. The white demonology of the dead stars. All lifeforms in existence, 
still requires energy, unless being of the dead. Necromancer one on one. The two known 
dead ringers. You should know my name by now, Surely! ALLAH ISRA. Those Sienna 
fuckers. No not those fuckers (Pornstars). Besides her living in the wild west, it seems to me, 
that she in a better place .!. Sienna fuckers, meaning the small cigarettes with the toxic 

silver linning, should be totally banned. The Americans went through the same shite mid 80s. 
It used to work. Buy and sue at the courts. Dont think that it is gonna work out for you this 
time round. Menthol cigarettes do serve it’s purpose, but those silver linning cigarettes? 
Simply out of words. For fucks sake. Whatelse can I say. For fucks sake. ALLAH ISRA. 


CODEX Twenty Nine 


Life is no more 


Lore and Law. What is Lore. What is the Dragon’s Trinity Lore? That which is unwritten, 
but handed down by mouth. Sperm swap. Oral sex with the neighbor tonight? Honey! 

Nah, I mean the spoken word, literature, arts and music? The reason why I love music, there 
cannot be any order to music, it is uncontrolable like atoms on a string. We do our best with 
note sheets, to grant it order, to grant it law, yet a free singing heart still holds no order. It 
only holds love. Love towards lore and sound. Love unto a heart unwritten, love unto the 
children. Love unto an unwritten heart or mind, still requires understandness and patience. 
One writer’s conclusion at this point. Provocations fend off tears. Chicken children? Well, 
they are born that way, fragile? Huh! Yet, in the right company it produces laughter. Still 
praying not to loose a jaw. Any justification onto a provocation? Maybe the dreaded line: 
With all due respect, I once was a child. But life is no more. 

Hindsight. Madeleine and Portugal. So do you just send in someone, anyone, portrayed as an 
inspector solving crime, hoping for him to grant you some peace? Definitely done walking 
and done talking. Next step is the dreaded blame game. Asking me or telling me. Asking us 
or telling us? But how? Madeleine Beth McCann (born 12 May 2003). Me responsible. But 
how? Anything goes. Anything goes to show. Bob the builder, then losing all his tools and 
his tool. Oh, no! Sexchange operation. Thank you, but: THANK YOU NO. Salvation? Join 
the Salvation Army? The doctorial surgical circus. China wants you.!. Huh? The Priest either 
being a baby shaker or a baby maker? WhatTheFuck. Can he, the Priest, then birth through 
his asshole? Fair question, given this hell-hole. An evil streak, that I do know. Don’t really 
know where it stems from? Hablo Diablo? I mean human liposuction followed by chicken 
fried in a China grill, should make most people pause right there, said Fred Astaire. I’m in 
heaven, I’m in heaven, dancing cheek to cheek. Well, if it tastes good. Hablo Diablo? The 
Dragon Priests can take a whole extra turn with the Timewinder Zarimi. Who is Zarimi, she 
must be a real hot sexy thingy? Cheeky bastards. Hablo Diablo? The fallos worship. 

The selling of immortal stars on the nightsky and the selling of penis pumps, leading on to 
the flat male iron and the creation of rubber cocks made by sillicone, ejecting ice frosting 
from cakes and fruitcakes. Definitely creating an obsession towards wellhung males, 

a female and male obsession towards really big and hard erected cocks, that are able to still 
run the sexual cable. Still wondering about the male Rooster named Clark Gable, did he have 
a big cable? He had really big bat ears, much like a Ferengi? Aye, I hear you and fear you! 
But getting hung up on small cock, that doesn’t sound right from the female perspective. The 
name was Butler. Rhett Butler. Oh, how agent 007 of him. Oh. Oh. Oh, moaned the Hoe. 
Something a broken male ALWAYS has? Issues. But everso blessed with a lot of Chinese 
nudels. Ramen. As always, the Ramen nudles, know that it entirely depends on the chef. May 
it be a Japanese chef named Clark Gable, but with a big hung cable. How many television 
stations. Huh? None? Weird. Ramen or Amen. Well, do them both, honey. Do both? Upstairs 


Really big ears, this might end up as a novel. 


CODEX Thirty 


Ouroboros 


Old news for some. For those still wired, but think I am in a loop. The best known women 
propellants: Give a working girl a compliment. Complement her tits and ass. Buy her a beer, 
never ever saw her again, IR. What a shame such nice tits and ass, then compliment her 
girlfriend’s tits and ass. Twins or Twats, they will never return from the dead. It changes 
through the years, but summed up, wanna score, just be an utter asshole. Guess, it works 
pretty fine at the end of the dawn. Viewing all the HOT women later on on-line with: 

Beef jerky, beer, whiskey, cigarettes and on-line porno. On-line is no crime? Wanking off and 
beating off, any chance you can get. So smouldering HOT bitches, that you literary drown 
in your own drool. But we all do get older. Sounds kinda sad, but been my experience thus 
far, besides, if it turns out that we all land in the old renaissance fairytale land, with some 
lame laying of Holy hands, where we all of a sudden are granted free pussy everywhere we 
go, I honestly think that I would say no. Thank you, but thank you: No. Let me guess, the 
old Nefertiti Holy matrimony. Thank you, but thank you no, even worse. Everybody knows 
that women want something in exchange, till she really worship the exchange, itself, to put 
it mildly. Maybe even down on her all fours, licking the exchange off the unwashed floor. 
Nutella, hun? Try! And all of a sudden the first insult, becomes acceptable. Nuntella, at long 
last. Finally able to close my door for good. It is my own choice. Another safe conclusion, is 
that the only thing that works, is solitude. Know my father had the same issues. Getting 
ourselfs stowaway’ed in bothys. It is also my experience and pretty much the same conclude. 
Solitude is the only thing that works. Who knows I might end up a cave dweller after all. 
Cave man? Guess not. Let me guess, another shut down. Me then becoming totally tone 
deaf, been there before, then the silence before the storm and the shit suddenly hits the fan. 
Oh, no! I regret all that I said, which was very few words. Fool me once. Fool me twice? 
Fool me, how many times? But I am beginning to wonder, if you even can think? Capable 
of thought. Lore has it that someone, drilled a hole in your scull around the renaissance, and 
people been afraid and shitting themselfs ever since. It still brings us back to the claim of the 
white demonology, the dead white dwarphs of the abyss, in the nightsky. But it must be your 
socalled light, that refuses the rebirth though the Sun portal, and not my light. Dont think that 
any written seals will do the trick, but still hoping. But if you intend to remove such light 
entities, mechanically, then I still hope something will break through our Sun portal. Old 
words of mine, we will have to see what comes down the pike, hopefully not ending up on a 
spike. But peace? Peace still requires the count of three, trinity lore, but it is also way harder 
to maintain the peace, it is way easier to rage war by the count of two, right? Rounding it off 
by some humor, till the humor wears thin. Another day, another joke. In a sense, I think that 
I am praying for a long distance cousin, hoping there is someone out there, somewhere past 
Pluto. By the way the Voyager probe, powered by solar panels past Pluto? Maybe just leave 
the statement in here. There is only one, and only one long distance cousin. There can only 
be one high, as a highlander with a kite! Thought the lowlander in a kilt holding his kite. 

Oh, shite. Cousin? Who? Danny! Danny de Vito? Yes! You know, the dude, that got 
Tottenham, tattoed on his right arm. The long cousin of long distances. And not tattoo’ed 
somewhere else? Nah! Well, neither would I. You must not joke about dwarphs nor joke 
about the little people. But I am one of the little people, myself. What can you do? We will 
need to see what comes down the pike? But that line must have been worn so thin for a very 
long time, along with the writing of seal engineering, I guess. Maybe even the world oldest 
excuse for doing the icky. Those seals floating in salty seas? Who really knows. 

Bist Du immer tot? 

The Egyptian Ankh of life. 


CODEX Thirty One 
Seth, the Serpent 


Seth, the Serpent. Seth, the Egyptian Serpent and most definitely not a Danish horse. Seth 
answering and calling unto Osiris and the great Ouroboros. Serpents know thy fangs at the 
hoof of the Equus. Serpents of the South Americas. The great blue Serpent, the riverways of 
the great Amazona rainforest. Sayings of a saying: Generalisations in General or by Admiral 
or by Sarge. What is the gassy grunt of the twilight saga in the endless zebra conflict. Think 
the words sums it up pretty well: We can only agree, to disagree. It is words to stand by, but 
can never be deemed, as wise words. One of the ancient African Duck people. A woman of 
the Sara-Djinge tribe in Tchad, tries to utter something. She tries to say something unto me? 
Cannot seem to make out the words, myself, I think she says: British stiff upper lip? Stiff? 
Maybe the fear was that high, back then, a great fear towards an imperial rule from the 
victorian age, ruled by some white master race named Massa. Huh? The debate club on the 
last kissing days, alone. Be it a Duck kiss or a Scottish kiss, that always will floor you? Huh? 
Anyway, stiff nipples always make me go..Uuh Uuh Cuckoo. Much like a monkey. Think 
most men will agree on stiff nipples. Everybody, then loves winter landscapes and fucking 
snow. Nah? Dont think so. A different kind of hard nipple. Like a too old piece of hard candy. 
Pretty much. So everybody! Agrees? We are all gonna get banned? Why not ban life, itself. 

I have always tried to stay in neutral, considered myself as being an independent. The wings 
of the cloaked Nosfera, hated by God and Gods, alike. Trying to embrace, but also evolve 
the mainstream society, by my lesser means. But certain memories will never ever leave you, 
they are but branded by fire into your mind. The dread of this existence. But the hindsight of 
some of my memories, is pure horror. You sometimes look upon some stupid, but well done 
up photoes of wellfed children, by some public relations layman, just trying to bring in some 
money for the many suffering children of Ukraine. If you ever have encountered a grief 
striken doctor and surgeon from the Gaza strip, that personally showed you his own 
collection of polaroid photoes of all the children victims, then you gladly give him your last 
money. £20 was all that I had at the time. But somewhere in the back of your head you just 
think, kiss my hairy ass. This is either a shakedown or a broad daylight robbery, if not, then 
who the fuck wants to live in such a world. Yet, alone bring any children into such an exis- 
tence. I mean kiss my ass. This joint, planet Earth, can kiss my hairy ass. Me trying to figure 
out how much liquor I can buy and still have money to eat. You can eat paper, I tried it. But 
not really to be recommended. Think I will take that as a good advice or advise, Good Sir! 
Maybe I am gonna need to stall the burrito. I need to go hold on the Mexican burrito...till 
maybe next week. Next month, maybe even next year. Well, I guess someone needs to starve. 
Better you than me! Another good point! How can you tell if someone is being delusional or 
not. Let me just pause. What kind of question is that? What are you seeking? 

Disillusional is a road leading onto many paths on a crossroad, like a life well lived. Delu- 
sional or disillusional? Disillusional is the condition of being disenchanted: The condition 

of being dissatisfied or defeated in expectation for hope. Suffering the romantic disillusions. 
Dissillusion. Love make me dizzy, said miss Lizzy. Maybe it is the other way round. Maybe 
we sometimes must suffer love. If you even can grasp and deal with the concept of 
plentitude. To balance one’s own multitasking. I so do love mexican food. Hot black Mama’s 
quesadillas. Maybe we always end up on some lame butch macho codex of tacos or quesa- 
dillas. I just love to watch her big bouncy black burritos? Well, of course! My hot Mexican 
wife, she often burns the food, with both chilli and oven. You might not live longer, but you 
will eat less. Every culture has something to offer. Learn to embrace it, do not condemn it. 
Never condemn the unknown, but within just reason. There she is! My Mayan Goddess with 
her tribal tatooes from head to toe. Taking a dip in the great blue Serpent. Cool tatooes, love 
them way more than those high modern image decors. 


A primitive tribal tattoo or some tattoo on a fat white pig sailor, that got betty boop tattooed 
on his right buttock. Not a hard choice if you ask me. Full body tattoos, however, hurts like 
hell in their creation. Learn to respect it. Respect pain in order to never ever wheel it against 
others. 


CODEX Thirty Two 
Times evaporated by Myst 


The myst. At least, I have been lucky like three times. My count. I think, not really sure? 
The luck of the Irish (iris?). The names of twins and twin genetics being: The HOT 

Debi Diamond, the HOT Alia Janine and the HOT Sayan Saran. I do love the very voice 

of Morgan Freeman. Respect my authority! Free Willy Freeman. Afraid of the background 
story. Thought experiment of the day. Every time an Arab see manifestations, out of the blue, 
they shout out loud: Allahu akbar. Let’s try Allah isra. Much like a teleprompter manifested 
before you. Quote the bibel. Why should I? The words aren’t mine. Oh, those hot Mexican 
Chimichangas. Could live off those, till the day, I die. Tortilla flats hard to come by, in the 
fast food jungle. Those were the days! Beef Jerky. Oh man! These are really good. Mind you, 
the ones, that I had in L.A (Los Angeles) in the 1990s were somewhat a tad more chewy? 

I mean these are really good. Like I have died and gone to heaven. Thank fuck for native 
Americans and their knowledge into the beef jerky of the buffalo. Any Self justification? 
Antman as a God, cannot possibly end up in an Allahu akbar. Marvel at the marple leaf. 
Myths of the wellhung Arab. Lions riding the Stallions in the stables. Stall in a Black friday 
Mall. We learn something new every day. The maths on slingshot trajectory formerly known 
as a slingshot projectory? Huh? When did this happen? A tad confused or maybe even dumb? 
The elastic potential energy stored by extending a slingshot of extension, x, is described by 
the equation Ee = 2 kx2. The gravitational potential energy gained by the projectile at the 
top of its path is described by the equation Ep = mgh. But all in all, still looking good. 

(I think, therefore I sleepwalk). The Golden ratio should still be implemented, you know 
exactly where! From one flat nipple to a sloppy Joe? Maybe it just goes both ways, not 
having it both ways? From Dragons: Maths will never ever grant you sex, meth might. 
Burgers sure looks good? A DD cup of coffee, for the gent? Xtra large coffee for the 
gentleman, please! Jesus: (But if Christ is in you, even at death, the Spirit gives life because 
of righteousness.) Krishna: (For those who have been enlightened, the self is the same in all 
beings, whether alive or dead.) Jesus Fucking Krishna: But if Dwat/Duat is in you, in the Ka, 
even in death, the Djinn grants you life, because of the asexual androgyne dullness. For those 
cocks that have been elevated, the cock or clitoris is the same in all beings, whether it be a 
hard Jesus or a sloppy Krishna. His lastname goes by Joe, right? Would love a sloppy Joe, 
but not every Khu damn day. Life is hard then you die. Death is soft then you live? Makes 
you wonder a great deal about the Holy dealings and the Holy arts of fucking. And where is 
baby Jesus and baby Mary at? Well, playing in the nearest sandbox, filled with sand, filled 
with cat piss and cat shite. Sahara is one big sandbox. One big MOTHER. So Sanskrit is 
the alleged sacred language of Hinduism, the language of classical Hindu philosophy, and 

of historical texts of Buddhism and Jainism. So the ancient Sanskrit actually derives from a 
shitty sandbox. Yes, He told me. Oh, Jesus! An of the bat conclusion: When an upper meets a 
downer, then it sadly balance out in our bodies. Maybe why we shouldn’t have it both ways. 
Bad for the circulatory system. Nature’s own twisted rule in shedding our toxins. Neutral 
fillaments angers me. The comedy itself, might be the fact that we all depend on the 
vibrational lore of truthsayers and not depending much on the written word. The Trinity lore 
of the Dragons. But we still need the written word as a guide. One big MOTHER. 

The annual noisy Spring. The alarmy Spring of the life season, sounding right around the Ist 
of aunt May. But Auntie still turns into Granny and real grainy. The hard seeds of all known 
and unknown seasons. One big MOTHER. 


CODEX Thirty Three 


Tam 


I am CODEX Thirty three. I am a month? THE MAYAN 2012 ZODIAC: This time round, 
not illustrated, but written down by words. The law and lore of it. A week is 11 weekdays. 
A month is 3 weeks. An annual year is a full 11 months. Summed up 363 days. Then add 
the annual holy days. 2 or 3 days, depending on whether it is a leap-year or not. The 2 or 3 
pillars days situated on the buttom of the calendar. A pillar day in start and at the end of the 
calendar. And a center pillar day on every leap-year. But it is not to be confused, with the 
annual trinity of: solstice - equinox - solstice. Always remember that the golden ratio of the 
spheroid, the planet’s sphere or of the trinity lore of solstice - equinox - solstice, still only 
can be based on location, Longtitude and lattitude. The golden ration implement is from the 
equator onto the poles. In other words, the trinity lore, it entirely depends as to where you 
reside. The days of the trinity plotted down below is solely based on my location, which is 
the following: GPS Sattelite position (56.18899°N. 10.10572°E / 56,18891° N, 10,10568° E). 
A mayan spidey calendar obsession, that is very hard to kill. Killing my softly, by one day 
taking the other day, day by day. Besides to be mentally accounting or counting eleven days, 
at a time is way much easier to cope with. The easiest way. Also for a long count calendar. 
Remember that the long count calendar, still amount to the divine Mayan count of twenty, 
when you include the full circle in the end. Our ten fingers and ten toes of the humanoids 
species. Maybe why nature only can rebound, odd as it sounds. Personally I have always 
loved a good £20 note, as it normally gets you through a rough day. Big Mayan fan? Biggest 
ever, be it INCA - AZTEC - MAYA. The calendar described in full and with a full moon. The 
8 lunar circle count of the number eight. 

SERPENT MOON. Ist month: Ist-Week of the Snake. 11 days. 2nd-Week of the Electric 
Eel. 11 days. 3rd-Week of the Worm. 11/12 days. Pillar Day. 

WATER WICCAN MOON. 2nd month: 4th-Week of the Rain. 11 days. 5th-Week of the 
Snow. 11 days. 6th-Week of the Ice. 11 days. 

AIR WICCAN MOON. 3rd month: 7th-Week of the Maple Leaf. 11 days. 8th-Week of the 
Pine Needle. 11 days. 9th-Week of the Oak Leaf. 11 days. Ist day of the Oak solstice. 
NIGHT PILLAR MOON. 4th month: 10th-Week of the Spider. 11 days. 

11th-Week of the Scorpion. 11 days. 12th-Week of the Owl. 11 days. 

FIRE WICCAN MOON. 5th month: 13th-Week of the River Turtle. 11 days. 

14th-Week of the Lizard. 11 days. 15th-Week of the Crocodile. 11 days. 

HUNTER MOON. 6th month: 16th-Week of the Maned Wolf. 11 days. 

17th-Week of the Fox. 11 days. Ist day of the Fox equinox. 

18th-Week of the Jaguar. 11/12 days. (Leapyear/Sunspot Activity). Pillar Day. 

SOUL WICCAN MOON. 7th month: 19th-Week of the Demon. 11 days. 

20th- Week of the Angels. 11 days. 21st-Week of the Dead. 11 days. 

MATTER WICCAN MOON. 8th month: 22nd-Week of the Waterfall. 11 days. 
23rd-Week of the River. 11 days. 24th-Week of the Lake. 11 days. 

DAY PILLAR MOON. 9th month: 25th-Week of the Harpy Eagle. 11 days. Ist day of the 
Eagle solstice. 26th-Week of the Grouse. 11 days. 27th-Week of the Buffalo. 11 days. 
SPIRIT WICCAN MOON. 10th month: 28th-Week of the Oak Tree. 11 days. 

29th- Week of the Giant Squoia Tree. 11 days. 30th-Week of the Kapok Tree. 11 days. 
BLOOD MOON. 11th month: 31st-Week of the Mosquito. 11 days. 

32nd-Week of the Leech. 11 days. 33rd-Week of the Vampire Bat. 11/12 days. Pillar Day. 


I trust many people will say: fuck it! To yet another calendar, given their own path travelled. 
Many worked to the bone. Will a new stacking order make it any better. Maybe not. But the 
calendar is totally in tune with nature’s trinity lore and the lunar cyclus and 1s solely based 
on what we all have witnessed scientifically. All done by the Luciferian Scientists, given this 
timespand. Full circle. Number 6. The number Six. The Six Egyptian elements: 

Blue WATER. Yellow FIRE. Green AIR. Red MATTER. Purple SPIRIT. Orange 
SOUL. The (binary) Six is held by two which equals Eight. The WICCAN 8. 

Then the WICCAN 8 (Eight) are held by three which equals Eleven. Number 11. 

The Holy Twin Genetics and not the A Matrimony of Nefertiti. Amon. 

Take Seven seconds to thank God. Sorry! I only got six seconds. 


CODEX Thirty Four 


Necropolis 


Necropolis. Deemed as a dead engine? Are we even allowed individual thought? 
THINKING OUT LOUD HERE: So what did the sales speech for the Black children in 
Africa detailed? How many computers do you burn to produce a copper or gold bar? 

Are you nuts? Destroying priceless technology. 


The Step pyramid at Luxor? There are step pyramids in Egypt. Is it not a sign of Mayan 
origin. I suppose we can debate this for all eternity. But one conclude in regard to 
construction, there was evolution and progress in ancient times. There still is. But you 
cannot still demand that people quietly will accept a one world rule. Ben Ben? I need to 
google it. Oh, there it is. The bent pyramid! (7). Black Seven. But maybe things are not what 
they appear to be. The title Blake’s Seven? But it still led to the theory of the dead white 
dwarphs in the universe, seeking resurrection into life. Which in return birthed the 
terminology of devolution. Ergo, to justify own scripture, law and lore, the starsign of 
Cancer. The hellish irony, alone. The (Ben Ben) pyramid that has puzzled scientists for 
thousands of years and they have been unable to solve the mystery. The pyramid is all made 
out of black stone, but it is not an ordinary stone, because all of its components are not found 
on earth. Much like the metal components metallurged in the Holy dagger of Tutankhamon. 
The black iron stone is only found in space in space meteorites, and there are countless other 
puzzles. The black element is a very hard iron stone and very difficult to mold and dig, but 
it’s not difficult to break, but how was it cut with so much laser accuracy, in divine angles 
and deviations? How was the stone face polished with such unique precision? As were these 
very delicate inscriptions on the sides of the pyramid, scientists found it impossible for any 
tool, old or new, to carve these inscriptions except with a laser cutting tool. And now we 
come to the last mystery, which is that the black stone of the iron meteorite, thanks to its 
composition, has a positive electromagnetic energy transfer in its surroundings that makes 
everyone who approaches feel psychologically comfortable — and affects the human energy. 
Is it ours? Onuka soundtrack totally elevating. Listen carefully. It’s not ours. The pyramid is 
displayed in the Egyptian Museum. Stand fast by number six. Always been a straight 
Whiskey drinker. Is it allowed to sit down, while we stand fast. I have always preferred 
drinking at home, sitting down, said the clown. But the achievements and the efforts of the 
human race is amazing, astounding, seeking salvation among the stars. I am still hoping and 
innerly praying for a second coming, but honestly, it is really being to wear thin. Ergo, still 
faith and not some stern religion. Some might still name it as love. In the words of Jesus 
Christ. We are told to remember our root. At least our family members, which in some 
places might be a mere joke, with all that fucking around. And yet, in nature, the roots are 
locked in the dark soil of old religion. Eight white branches and Eight black roots of a 
Serpent’s Medusa Crown. 

Maybe a tad provocative, but seek absolutely no provocation. But human origins. The greater 
Apes was most likely fucked by an Alien. Notions been on the wire for decades. Am I right 
or wrong. It has been proven as truth by the bonobo breedings, maybe someone needs to look 
beyond the existence of four bases. Just leaking it on Willyleaks. org. Amen unto Amenta. 
Alien Media news. That is what the Great Pyramid of Egypt originally looked like. It was 
covered in polished limestone, with the tip, the top made out of gold. Perfection in the year 
2.500 B.C till the year 2022 AD. An old dystopian world lost of God and Gods, alike. 

The Necropolis. That is still the lore of it, handed down by the synagogues of the dead. 

The Christians. (The Lore = the traditions of the spoken word handed down throughout 
countless generations). The agreed foundation at one point were the six elements. 

The Six Holy elements: WATER. FIRE. AIR. MATTER. SPIRIT. SOUL. A truth sought 
and found within Mother Nature, herself. The oldest of traditions by the Ancients, handed 
down to the Egyptians from the Mayans by the greater wing. Aegypti. 

AMEN. Atlantean. Mayan. Egyptian. Necropolis. AMEN. 


But most definitely not the worship of the monogamy held by a one celled singular 

amoeba named as ONE God. ONE God? Just look around you. Just imagine our glorious 
past. A pyramid of sheer engineering perfection, holding endless energy. Not meant in a 
Spiritual sense, nor meant as your form of A-power. But meaning the true A-powers. 

But what have followed? One nucleolus disaster after the other, all due to the perceptions 

of an Earthly realm, stuck in matter. A gold top stone and the sides covered in smooth white 
lime stone all covered in divine Egyptian hieroglyphics. Must have been a sight for sore 
eyes. A very good bomb shelter, by the looks of it. It must have taken a great hammering for 
at least a good ten thousand years. 


CODEX Thirty Five 


Osiris 


Osiris, the green Mamba. Love? Toxic love, at most. The jealousy of the green salad buffet. 
But how? The Mayan Anaconda hidden in the salad buffet. Green eyes never tell lies? Like 
the deep gaze into your loving deep green eyes. May I ask, have you ever lived in a swamp? 
Green amoeba equals God. All people have always worshipped the clean freshwater, in the 
vessel of a clear see through glass made by civilisation. A higher worship, much like a see 
through blouse holding the erect nipples of all the extremely hot and sexy females and 
felines. Oh, God! Palpatine: Oh...good...good...good...GOD! Oh, no! I missed one of those 
bloody O’s. As I don’t believe in just ONE God. One sound conclusion. GOD HAS NEVER 
EVER BEEN GOOD. The ONE God amoeba is vicious and evil. The Twin genetics is all 
good. Combined with Trinity lore, even better, peace granted unto you. Peace of heart, but 
not peace of mind, which in return, returns you to the Twin genetics. Therefore proclaimed to 
be Holy. Yet, proclaimed a curse unto others. A fallen creation. Dear God or Cod. Your fixed 
standard protocols needs to be shut down, like completely. (Insert point later on, I just draw 
a blank. Let us blame old age. Not quite there yet, something along the lines with your very 
own Creation). Light comes out of Darkness. Light is the shadow of God. A quote from the 
Master Plato. But as goes for Codex? Light Cood? Good God? A Light Cood. Light is the 
shadow of Cood? Lame O. Seen from the ONE God perspective. Women and pural form is a 
problem? Be it Elfs or Elves. All ears! Meaning all of us listening in. The llamas and alpacas, 
will always be spitting out the one-celled God Amoeba. That is, if it is a male alpacas, but I 
actually think that it goes for both genders of the llamas. Lame O Ilamas. What a Zoo, what 
to doo? Fucking the entire Zoo? But how? God reduced to mere spilt and drool. Now we are 
talking. Gods normally drool for some reason. Mayan Dante on the run. Not again, surely? 
What zone are you leveling in currently for Hardcore Self-Found Mode? I don’t really know. 
The Iron cage in the Zoo? When you ponder it. Human rights. One trip to the nut house and 
you cannot shake off the Klingons. Why not deem each house, as a nuthouse. Human rights, 
right? Remembering some of the good days. Cigarettes. A cold beer, a whiskey, a Scottish 
egg and cucumber pickles. What a freak codex, Buddy! Or should I name you, Boo-Hoo? 
Spooky. SpockiTech Spooky dealing in Spooks. Amen. So logically stated: The system of 
humanity works but it holds no propulsion. The Egyptian whip holding the Mayan sugar. 
Egyptians holding the Ankh of life. The Mayan sugar. So it should be or should it? Latino 
sex has always been extremely hot, so I have been told, by the Mayan guardians of old. And 
yet, many will ask the question: Why being flocked by humanity in the name of humanity? 
Homo Sapiens birthing Mono Starios? Summed up: Basically we are all fucked. The toxic 
love of a green Mamba, seeking a black Mamba. For the love of Cod. Cod, a great fishy fish 
for the royal platter of the latter days. All lost people then will be climbing ladders, in the 
latter days. Who or whom is he? Asked the rotter behind the rudder. The God given answer 
is: He is the King of Rot, your very own creation. And so Kings will dawn, while Gods will 
mourn the creation in all of it’s totality. 

Amen unto Amenta, and further more, even father more, dare I say it: ALLAH ISRA. 

The belief in Djinns as a higher force once named as the Holy Spirit. ALLAH ISRA. 


CODEX Thirty Six 


Life as we once knew it 


Life as we once knew. that we sometimes pray for and towards. Your mind. A certain mind 
to be lesser understood, as we blame old age and diseases upon our bodies. But with all due 
respect. That one is a funny one! The three mighty Jedi’s of Jedi masters to be named Jedi 
master Mace-Kin, Jedi master Obi Windu and Jedi master Ewww Anawan. Some masters 


Master? Asked the beaver. Latest entry. Who really knew, she is/was a real naughty one as 
well. Sexy and naughty. Such a handsome brother, too? I guess the ancient Egyptian make- 
up, still is the best weapon ever wheeled by women. Another fun observation for those bored 
to tears. Have you ever noticed how insects always are drawn to magnetism and electricity? 
Be it my HOUSE spider, she always curls up in her web right next to the electricity socket, 
or whether it is Oscar my HOUSE beetle, he always seek the magnetic field on my iPad. 
Totally weird. A bit like life, some are drawn to life, while others aren’t? Extremely Zebra off 
me, which I hate as much as an 8 square by an 8 square, black and white Chess board. Blue 
and Red? Same. Same. But way prettier to look at. When you think further upon the matter. 
72 immortals by heresay reduced by the number 64. Eight standing or missing, Eight to stand 
or to evovle into an 11 square by an 11 square, black and white Chess board. Same and yet 
not the same, maybe even prettier to look at. 


CODEX Thirty Seven 
Dystopian Lifes 


Dystopian lifes. A different way of life, like water floating in all directions. Some will 
wrongfully name it as being madness by a Medusa Crown. Not so. Jenna Haze gets us there, 
but also Katy Perry. Both to sie for dream boats and both wide awake. Both to die for beef- 
jerky. Buffalo riders. Huh? Some say that Katy Perry has been through hell. Huh? Weird. 
She sure is a young Tic-Toc fuckable young hot sexy thingy, if not, maybe it is your very 
own daughter. And yet, most young hot thingy’s ends up as being unconditionally older. 

The words of Fox Mulder. I told you so: ALIENS. Surbiton and Jenna Haze. Oh, all the bitch 
fights in old Surbiton. Just add water and mud. Huh? Dogs. Nah. Jenna Haze. She is still not 
doing any black brothers? Jenna Haze is still refusing any stiff, Jenna Haze is still refusing 
any hard cock below thirty centimeters. A female legend. A big girl? Oh, Jesus Christ. But 
don’t really know. But she must be One big MOTHER. Huh! What about a Jenna Haze and 
a five black brothers gangbang, would get me off for three months. Huh? Black Aliens? It 
must be love, in the words of Fox Mulder. Huh? Jenna Haze or Jenna Jameson®. Still all 
good, in the Irish department. What a girl? Who? Well, the Irish whiskey of course, leading 
to the off coarse, by dystopian lifes, surely. Uuh Uuh Cuckoo. The body of water. The body 
of water holding the almighty (all mighty) Djinn, although most Scotsmen will swear it to be 
Whiskey. Water and Whiskey is big business. Be it blue water or red water, in that order, it is 
really priceless drops. Given certain desert periods, to die for. The body of water holding the 
Djinn, the godly element of reyuvenation. The rejuvenation of our inner cells, the renewal of 
our inner Kingdom. The rejuvenation of our inner Kingdom. The internal rejuvenation of our 
blood. Rejuvenation by water, but not meant as baptism. The Alchemist’s way of thinking. 
Alchemy and not Chemistry. Huh? What was that? The sword of Heaven? 


Well, the sword of Heaven or the wee dagger of heaven or hell, but in your trousers, should 
end that debate! Butter knife? Huh? A Butterfly, dragging and carrying mighty and heavy 
rocks. One big MOTHER now with balls! Now I am confused? 


CODEX Thirty Eight 
The Orchid Carnivores 


Toc. To get eaten by a plant. Most people that have been raised in a sleeper’s cell, would 
definitely know. Green Giants. The world’s Rainforests. Always teeming with a wide 
multitude of life. Known and unknown lifeforms. And if the wet milking pussy is known 
unto you, known unto every fallen male. The fallen Angel of the Angels share? 

The Alchemist’s hell-hole. My Serpent’s tongue still pick up on the caramel and the honey 
and the vanilla. No wonder that the old Scottish Wood Whiskey barrels go to a very high 
price. The Angel’s share. Think that I will stick with the old irish Jameson. The old and 
known Irish Whiskey brand named Jameson®. Oh...man! Wasn’t she hot, like totally steamy 
sexy hot. Wasn’t she lovely. A meat and a man eating flower. We all love those real meaty 
flowers, till we all hit the graveyard. Jameson, what an angel. This might be of some use, 
know that, all of us, we all love the internal fires, but Whiskey only brings us, but halfway 
home. Fucking all the meat flowers, but all of them being in wet milking juicy heat. 

The Alpha hell-hole of the dreaded and Holy biology. That is, If you love fucking. 

Who doesn’t if you are able with a wellhung, and a long cable. The bigger the butter. 

If CAPITALISM still is around. Huh? Watching my own goods delivery on google maps, 
in a live mode. Is it a GPS transmitter in the buttplug? Weird wonderful world? Another one 
of my McBitches of the day: A croissant with ham and cheese? With all due respect. Bacon 
and onion and ham, in a pan cooking it, till it is half processed, then add the cheese and the 
fry-up in the croissant, prior to baking it. It just cant be that fucking hard? Let us all guess. 
We need to bake it ourselfs, then maybe get off’ed or maybe even killed, if it tastes too good? 
What a weird wonderful world. Louis Armstrong must have cried a lot. 

What a wonderful, wonderful world. This just might be the very extremely tiresome 
McBitch, upon every cursedth dawn and cursedth yarn. Upon every dawn and every mourn. 
So how long is your God damn minute! Damn. Huh? Minute = Mine is out? The Turtle 


Nah, you are just peeing in your own bed. At least the bed is my own. The sleeper’s coffin. 
The meat eating flowers upon all women. Also called a pussy, a fanny, a cunt or a twat. 

Pick your own vocabulary, in a free world. Only fools suffer tears. It is way too timeless, way 
too priceless. Stealing it. Some do name it stupidity. I mean everytime that we hit the words 
of: the heart and the love and the children, we all choke up with a lump in our throat. 

Always wondered about that one. WhatTheFuck is up with that? What you say, you twat? 

We have all tried the Danish hard metal democracy, with the correct technocrat wordings of 
the Danish architect ruler of precision, but I still guess that a tear might fall, maybe even two 


This is looking good, for as long as I have eyes. This tastes good for as long as I have teeth 
and tastebuds, logically stated. The shite of shit has been debated since the days of the 
Egyptian Scarab. Come on, people! We all need to roll our own dung. 

Our most precious papers. The Rizla cigarette rolling papers with arabic gum. That turd 
sounds like a bum. Bummer said the German drummer. Summed up: Something way past 
weird. Summed up. Manipulation of matter through the time fabric leads to Cancer. Moving 
bodies. A Starsign named as Cancer, the bloody irony. Ironic as hell. 


We have been here before, this is gonna hurt like hell. So we have all seen the countless 
slave trader movies where black males are getting flocked by a bull whip, till they bleed. 
But never seen any women nor children, whipped to death? What the fuck is wrong with 
you? Asked the whipping boy. This whipping boy done well? With whooping farts. I mean, 
the statue or your sculpture of a crucified pregnant woman, would set the all time standard of 
low. All in all the question arises, how cruel can we portray the human existence, in order to 
birth and further humanity? The movie SAW. I saw it once, but never to return, not really my 
cup of tea, but most definitely someone’s saw. The Doctor’s rusty saw. The Doctor finishing 
his surgical education fresh out of the Doctorial Carpenter school in Washington DC. 

The district of Carpenters. Darla Crane for President. Think that I saw that movie. 

To logical? Someone’s point to a point must be the very question: What is the fucking point? 
The more you sit and ponder this shite. Black friday or hurricane season? Same Same? Do 
you just manipulate the energy structures from Jupiter and mirror it unto the Earth? 

You really wanna fuck me, hun? Well, what is in it for me? Well it is gonna be way up in 
there, hun! Huh? Balls deep in my cunt. Huh? I think the lines alone got me side-tracked. 

A side winder, we can do that babe .!. What is that? Fuck me sideways? Don’t you even 
know, hun? But I am all green, mammy! Cried the green Osiris. Oh, what a tiny little green 
trouser snake you are, hun! Stick it up in there, fuck me, in all my wet holes, just plough me. 
Huh? Farmboy losing his potatoes and maybe even his brain matter. Huh? So getting reborn 
but without my precious potatoes. No stones. Is that how it works. Argh, HELL NO. 

So awakening as a woman. Oh, HELL NO! I might end up as a mass murderer, after all. 
Cod forbid. Fishy female fish. Catfish, hun? We can do that also. Huh? But is it then the 
planet of Jupiter up in your ass, that’s gonna hurt! The Surbiton bitch fight really got me 
wanking for a good twenty years, what a deep throating bitch, err...lady. Like calling em 
bitches. Damn Jenna Haze. Lost on the four o’clock train and in the Crane. May it all rot, 
then safed by the lines, may it all motherfucking burn. Spells pain to me. So moaning by 
pleasure or by pain? A bit of both? Pleasure going up and pain taking a limp cock out. 

All old male plonkers, sitting down and crying thinking about lost youth. 


CODEX Thirty Nine 
I Once Lived 


INSHALLAHSSita. I once lived. Room 1408. The Trinity chamber of Ra. Room 1405. 

Fire holds no shadow. (Because fire is a gaseous reaction). Only a drop of water fears not 
the Ocean. A sea of salty tears from the eye of Ra. The Elements of Water and Fire. 

Heaven curses Earth as Earth cursed Heaven, which never can be judged. Love cannot be 
judged nor ruled, past tense. Forgive and forget. The Elements of Air and Matter. 

And so we forget. Death takes Wings when the Djinn enters the Body. The Djinn, then 
granting you Wings and three wishes. The little Sleep of a Sheep, only cursed and deemed 
as mortal flesh, still seeking Heaven. You promised me Heaven and I gave you the Earth. 

Is a Trinity chamber ever to be deemed as a grave chamber? Allah isra. The Elements of 
Spirit and Soul. A grave mistake. Gin! Anyone? Huh. Holy Cow. For the love of Cod. Fishy. 
Frightening. Never thought that I would have this much fun. Unbearable hindsight. 

The nicest words anyone ever said to me: We might as well all die laughing. Seeking one 
truth? A fair question would then be this: Is it ONE God, seeking one monogamous truth? 
The God amoeba. Many, many, many men sleeping on the ejaculated God amoeba. We all 
have to start somewhere upon each cursedth dawn. God. The all powerful mass psychology. 
Asking us or telling us? A stronger vocabulary for IDIOT. Oh, God! What a mess! 

Mess psychology and chaos pilots. One good point being Philadelphia and the blue station, 
what is the difference? But the weird unknown element of reality and time distortions. Sex? 
Maybe for later entry. Reality. What is your reality? 


I have always wondered about the birdeye view photoes of the fresh and clean see through 
waters of Greece. The famed photoes of the greek islands. But solely on the account of being 
there myself? Oh, God! What a shit hole. As goes for residence, I just keep finding myself, 
residing in the greek neighborhood. It can only lead up to one question. What the hell is this 
shit hole? Huh .!. My ass is all mine. Thank fuck. ALLAH ISRA. 


CODEX Fourty 
Mausoleum Mother Earth 


Milk of Death. Getting milked to death. One Holy God cow holding 40 titties in just one 
udder? The Holy Cow of India, getting milked to death. Oh, brother or otter! Said the beaver. 
Truthfully shooting the breeze. I mean aint it really odd. In my youth, I took a needle and ink 
and made three marks between my thumb and my pointy finger, all gone? A pyramid serving 
the mark. Now aint that really matter odd, to say the least? A selfmade tattoo that is totally 
gone. One assumption must be, that someone, did the icky along the way. I will always be 
questioning this shite despite the Kingdom of invisibility. Invisibility of God’s kingdom. The 
words of, Jesus Christ, the Kingdom of God is among us, and all that Yahoo. The Klingon 
God is among us, like the endless repeat of pain. The rule of God, that only ended up in the 
rule by criminal courts. Government rule and the judicial rule. Which book describes it, in 
the best way, but in modern terms. The Hitchhiker’s guide to the galaxy. My very favotite 
novel. The Boss. Streets of Phildelphia. A very good song. Guess that the Skinwalker blues 
has been written and preformed. But the more you think about it. Why 1s it that Philly always 
gets hammered so hard? Trying to hide something. What is it that you are after? Let us all 
guess. Density matters and chasing cloaking technology. Old news. We have been there 
before. Philly also called the blue station, we all know that. Huh? The S&M kink. Well, I 
kinda tried it, doesn’t really do it for me? You know getting off, if you even know what I 


there is something crawling on me and not in me, but not really sure, though! My selfmade 
tattoo is mysteriously gone. My left pinky finger can bend but in the wrong direction, which 
couldn’t be possible unless a total loss of the ligament. Sign of amputation? We all love 
cancer cells? The black goo. Groovy Goofy Goo got some go. Is the take-away, to go? Huh? 


Comic strips. Has it been done? The evil cupid. Like those fat angel kids from the Baroque 
era. An evil fat child with angelwings and a lot of lethal weapons? The evil cupid, evil and 
stupid. But still needs to feed. Twins and Density? The delicious Elvish or Elven lightweight 
McDonalds, at other times eating some heavyweight meals tasting of death. Sometimes 
mammy’s milk must be too hard on any evil cupid. The milk of death? Density issues. If I 
only had the power, the money or the means, then the next fundraiser, or the next starving 
kids in Africa shakedown catalogue, would have a big fat white obesity kid on the front. 
What will you get if you mated the God Amoeba with the God cupid? Dunno...something 
stupid. As good a guess as any. Holy Cow. The Holy Cow giving holy milk? It depends on 
mammy’s milk of death. The hard hard milk. Baphomet’s titties of death is really really hairy, 
just like it’s hard hard milk. It is gonna be a blast. A blast from the past. Oh..Holy weeds. I 
like the Sativa Cannabis. What is it that needs to end? Laughter? What to do? Just saying it 
truthfully, I just dont know? All I know, is that you never ever can penetrate my Shields. That 
is Mentally, but you can always take down a door. Like in New York, right! This time I am 
truely pissed off. Setting the record straight. I just hate people. But I am however, big time, 
into all sexual women. I also know, that it must have been once upon a time. Somehow, I 
dont really think that the sentiment is mutual. Huh? God and judges. Is the good appointed 
honor gonna let it slide? From where into where? A hanging judge? Change of plans, let us 


The milk of May. The milk of Death. The gathering of a Harvest season. Amen unto Amenta. 


CODEX Fourty One 


Elementars 


Egyptian mummies. The Egyptian mummy. Not to take any creative credit. But this word 
smith is one damn good smitty. Best lyrics I never came across: Mull of Kintyre. Oh, mist 
rolling in from the sea. My desire is always to be here. Oh, Mull of Kintyre. 

Far have I traveled and much have I seen. Dark distant mountains with valleys of green. 
Past painted deserts, the sunset’s on fire. As he carries me home to the Mull of Kintyre. 

Mull of Kintyre. Oh, mist rolling in from the sea. My desire is always to be here. 

Oh, Mull of Kintyre. Sweep through the heather like deer in the glen. Carry me back to the 
days I knew then. Nights when we sang like a heavenly choir Of the life and the times of the 
Mull of Kintyre. Mull of Kintyre. Oh, mist rolling in from the sea. My desire is always to be 
here. Oh, Mull of Kintyre. Smiles in the sunshine and tears in the rain. Still take me back to 
where my mummies remain. Flickering embers grow higher and higher. As they carry me 
back to the Mull of Kintyre. Mull of Kintyre. Oh, mist rolling in from the sea. My desire is 
always to be here. Oh, Mull of Kintyre Mull of Kintyre. Oh, mist rolling in from the sea. 
My desire is always to be here. Oh, Mull of Kintyre La, la-la-la Mull of Kintyre La, la-la-la 
Mull of Kintyre. Blackbird distress call. Oh, Mull of Kintyre. Smiles in the sunshine and 
tears in the rain. Still take me back to where my mummies remain. Flickering embers grow 
higher and higher. As they carry me back to the Mull of Kintyre. Please don’t change it back 
into memories. Is it then the word of mummies or the word of memories? Thank fuck, I think 
the jury is still out, on that one. I1DO HATE IT WHEN THEY DO CHANGE IT BACK. 
The Blackbird and the Ouroboros signing off. Heaven...I’m in Heaven? Why not Gregory 
Hines dancing with Fred Astaire, mayby throw Bruce Lee into the mix? What wouldn’t that 
look like. Any doubles left? Whiskey? Nah, you know, extras, twin genetics and look-alikes. 
Well, plenty. A Whiskey double for all the trouble, I have lived my entire life by it. Joe still 
dancing? I am all tired out, Son ..!.. A certain confusion and elderly people falling over 
exhausted. A dram a drop, said the fall guy. I am dancing in the rain... am dancing in the 
rain. What a glorious feeling, I am wet in my ass again! Someone still trying to pin that 
September road 9/11 on me? Address was still the old September Rd. But number 6. I mean, 
let us rewind a bit. Huh? So I am in charge of rain, storms, thunderstorm and hurricanes, 
snow and ice, lightning strikes and vulcanic lava eruptions, you name it? I mean? Really. 
One man in charge of all the six elements. Well, maybe God, himself granted freedome, unto 
such elements. Granted and created the Angelical self-awareness. Wouldn’t you? Some logic. 
Any hexed cave dweller that feels cursed might even ask if such elements even are real. Of 
course they are, I have experienced them all, myself. Question then, is it the some six dead 
elements or is it six ruly Elementars, Djinns? The angelical and the all powerful Djinns. 
Then, one sound conclusion, may then be the words: May it rain, then. Female Lava buns? 
You cheeky? Please do realize that Lava actually burns. I mean Lava burns, man. Lava kills, 
Dude. May it then rain. When it pours it rains, I do believe the Scottish record is a good 360 
days with a bottle of Scotch. Only five days without any rain. Duh! I find it mindblowing 
and perplexing, I even find it mesmerizing, that every time you are in motion, every time you 
move. Just from the couch to the Kitchen, then the vibrationel hell hole stops. Odd. 
Problably was what led to jogging and wanking (masturbation/masterbation) in the first 
place. Still weird as hell. Not a new notion, think Forrest Gump, more or less conveyed the 
same theory, although hidden. The All Time Sick Playlist. CATCH 22 of the Chicken Pox. 
The Mini sick and much more. Pretty simple, just hit the shuffle play/random play button, 

to see where you are at! You might want to use the ear micro-phones. Amen unto Amenta. 


CODEX Fourty Two 
Soul Shard 


Spirits and Souls. The elements of spirit and soul. The Eleminoir and The Elementar. 
Externals 777 and Internals 666. The 42-45 Egyptian Ma’at Eternals. Please note, that the 
historical Ma’at of ancient Egypt consisted of 42 divine ideals. Once upon a time revered, 
as the 42 Cardinal virtues in the service of the Royal Reign. The key of Aranubis-Phat. 


The 45 ideals of ancient Ma’at: 


1. I honour silence of virtue. (Aken) 2. I benefit without violence. (Ash) 

3. I am non violent. (Ma’at) 4. I respect the property of others. (Buckis) 
5. I know that all life is sacred. (Hathor) 6. I try to be generous. (Ha) 

7. | walk with truth. (Imoteph) 8. I treasure books of divinity. (Thoth) 

9. I respect knowledge of truths. (Seker) 10. I eat what is offered. (Ptah) 
11. I speak with good intent. (Ruty) 12. I relate to peace. (Sobek) 

13. I consider animals sacred. (Wadjet) 14. I believe in myself. (Min) 

15. I care for all matter. (Mut) 16. I tend the fire. (Nuut) 

17. I tend the air. (Horus) 18. I tend the water. (Hapi) 

19. [rely on my own council. (Osiris) 20. I speak good of others. (Reshep) 
21. I balance my emotions. (Sekhmet) 22. I trust my relations. (Shu) 

23. I try to uphold purity. (Satis) 24. I I try to spread joy. (Anubis) 

25. I do the best I can. (Tutu) 26. I communicate with care. (Sothis) 

27. I listen to both opinions. (Qadesh) 28. I seek harmony. (Isis) 

29. I promote laughter. (Mehen) 30. I am capable of love. (Baal) 

31. I forgive and forget. (Zenenet) 32. I am non abusive towards others. (Pakhet) 
33. I act with care. (Merit) 34. I am not judgemental. (Geb) 

35. I follow my inner guide. (Amun-Ra) 36. I distort through time (Ouroboros) 
37. I try to do good. (Yah) 38. I give blessings. (Qebhet) 

39. I try to uphold optimism. (Sia) 40. I praise destiny. (Bastet) 

41. I try to be humble. (Seth) 42. I move with integrity. (Bat) 

43. I advance by self (Kauket) 44. I embrace the bad with the good. (Kek) 
45. I embrace all. (Ra) Ra’s legion. 


So be it. So was it. So it still is. To the trained eyes of the Scholar, it is truely two pillars. 

A pillar of the Cobra and a pillar of the Vulture. Two pillars of all the uneven ones, just 
trying to get even. Revenge often requires a good set of eyes. Two eyes. Wise men have no 
need for ladders, but only resort to laughter. As goes for all the dreaded ladders, be it, 
Jacob’s ladder or the ladder of Job, then might I ask: What the fuck is the fucking point, 

if all ends up even, in the latter days? For those inflicted, take one day at a time, one step at a 
time, even an hourglass at a time, if need be. Time is the biggest killer of all. But know this. 
Everything lost is meant to be found. So saidth, Atlantean Tehuty (Thoth), from Ani’s lore 
scriptures. 666: My God is within me. 777: Your God resides in the sky. 

The kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself shall find it. 
Egyptian Book Of The Dead. 

Is this world not locked, in a binary code, with two dead poles assigned to it? 

Amen unto Amenta. 


CODEX Fourty Three 
The Valley of an Ascend 


Terra, Mother Earth. When time dissolves. The end of time. Jesus Christ. 

The 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine. Word of Thomas. Gnostic teachings. 

¢ In the beginning the word resided on virginpaper and resulted in letters, that became books. 
Therefore have no other book before me, lest it be your own book. Peace be upon you. 

¢ We are all nurtured by image. Therefore if you must create image, then create image of odd 
fish and image of odd bird, alike. Respect the Holy Twin Genetics. Peace be upon you. 

¢ Always remember the Trinity upon the Sphinx of ancient Egypt, the old Necropolis: 
Solstice. Equinox. Solstice. Keep the Trinity Holy. Dawn. Twilight. Dusk. The Sanctuary. 
Peace be upon you. 

¢ Thou shall not blaspheme against books, nor scribes, or odd knowledge, that you consider 
to be witchcraft. Never take a name or an Amen in vain, never trust the intake in a vein. 
Peace be upon you. 

* Come to know your biological parents. Remember your roots and stand by your roots. 
Always remember your roots. Blood. Know thyself. Peace be upon you. 

¢ There can only be 6 binary elements, intertwined: Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. Soul. 
Thou shall not kill. You kill it. You eat it. If thou must kill for a living, then kill the image 

of killing. Do not kill by better knowing adultery. Prey & pray. Therefore kill the image by 
image, so you may heal. The binary of the two fishes that spawned 5000 fishes. To eat or not 
to ead, that must be the question. Peace be upon you. 

¢ If you must fornicate, then conduct yourself in an orderly fashion. But always treasure the 
pleasure in sexual eruptions, to bring joy in souls. Peace be upon you. 

* Do not steal, unless your own survival depends on it. You may proclaim yourself HOLY 
and starve, most people do. But you will eventually die. All organisms requires substance. 
Pray & Prey. Peace be upon you. 

¢ If you need to lie, by liars deed, to safe lifes, then always lie with the truth bend, 

and always lie with good intend. Some might call it humor. Peace be upon you. 

* Ownership. We all trade in body, mind and soul. But property of matter hold no property of 
hearts. But do know that you never ever can rule soul. Peace be upon you. 

* Know that it takes two minds to consent, also know that the selflishness of the two, is the 
oneminded element that erupts the sexual pleasure. Mercy be upon you. 

Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 

The science and the study into density matters, alone. Don’t get me started. Atoms on a 
string and anal beads, basically a pain in the ass. Very Zebra of me, but bear with me. Like 
an atomic chain reaction, the provocations can end a flood of tears. Turned around the words 
of endearment can also cloak the provocations, into things being deemed as tolerable. Some 
painstakingly name it as being love. Love will safe the day, but past sundown. Huh? But it 
really makes you wonder about the elevation of corpses. The magical arts of the old black 
necromancing. The Native Amercians also elevated their corpses to serve mummification. 
All the more reason as to why many wonder about the crucifixtion of our Lord, Jesus Christ. 
A crucified body, but elevated. But elevated for show, as goes to show? But why? Let’s tread 
lightly thought the Elf. Maybe even learn to count our own steps. But in terms of matter, is 

it not just an elevated body, in order to serve mystery, or is it something else entirely. This 

is where we need to address the spiritual elements. Six are known unto me. What binds unto 
Water? What binds unto Fire? What binds unto Air? What binds unto Matter? What binds 
unto Spirit? What binds unto Soul? As goes for any kind of hick-ups past the count of six. 
The word, leave in the name of Jesus Christ, once used to work. It used to work as a charm. 
Then the chant past each hick-up changed into a sounding of an Indian OM. Then it changed 
into the word: Asshole. Actually chanting the word Asshole, past each hick-up. But changing 
the word, Jesus Christ, into Asshole? Yet, it is still way more effective. Weird, is it not? 
Sometimes followed by a mere sneeze. God bless you. Allahu akbar. 


Who is who. I am so tired out on all those hidden commands, wheeled in a sneeze, so damn 
tired out off it. Those damn bat ears. We just might wanna tread really, really lightly, like 
elves or elfs. Oh, Jesus Christ. Jesus Christ, not meant as any offence. But ask yourselfs/ 
yourselves, is the light not already granted unto you? Asshole. I mean, if it works, it works. 
Why fix it? Asshole. What will happen? Your guess is as good as mine, let us roll with the 
punches, as usual. ALLAH ISRA. 


CODEX Fourty Four 
Ice Tree of Atlantis 


Icy realms struck by frost. Like the annual appearence of Winter. Like the most famed Tree 
Penguins of the continent of Antarctica. Like a giant Sattelite dish all covered in ice. 

Tree penguins? Never ever heard of them? Always lie with good intent. Some still name it as 
being humor. Any comedians left? Nah! Send in the clowns or the clones. Twin genetics. 

Let us name it the flames of Lilith. We all love the internal combustion. The inner flames of 
love. Leading on to a Whiskey addiction. But in some parts of the world to named as external 
combustion, as when, someone pours a tank of gas on a corpse and burns it. Not my idea of 
fun. Dream girls and muscle girls. The Jewels Jade. Bibette. Devon Michaels. Any problem. 
Fun fact might be that some women, just cant seem to spot any problem. My problem. My 
Problem being filled with endless sexual desire and appetite, but cannot preform any sexual 
physical activity. But the vibrational reality of it? I choose the word sex battery. Been a sex 
battery since the age of 15, but I think most males go through it. I so do wanna fuck her and I 
also wanna fuck her, a bit more of her and way more fucking of her. But like in your dreams. 
I wanna fuck her, then I wanna tap into her girlfriend. And here we must watch our words. 
The word tapping, in some parts in the world! Hollywood macho delivery boys say: 

Gun and silenzer and two taps in the back of the head, just to be sure. But in your dreams, 
Hollywood hopefully. The two taps in the back of the head, too much Whiskey will do that 
for you, blowing a vessel or two, a dram or two. Generalisations in generel, a viewpoint of 

a candy store that always is open. A dead fanny with tunnel vision. Here you can insert your 
own joke, in regards to be getting the female squeeze. A Porno Heaven for Cathy. And yet, 

I think that I finally get the level of crazy assigned to it. The crazyness of dreams that might 
come through and the wide spread cases of male heart attacks. Males dying. Basically, it is 
women killing men. A falsehood? Nah, not really just the usual fleet of women killing men 
by sex. But if all that propels us is based on a mere heresay of such dreams. Then are we not 
all but fallen? And if the other side of existence, turns out to be the existence of just being 
fallen. Lost. I name as the eclipsed soul. Twilight. Crazy, right? Doesn’t sound like a win-win 
situation to me. The grey count of ten in a dead tree. Still hoping for the good 

crazy. The word the good Crazy was misused as a buzz word in the mid 80s. The new level 
of crazy. New Sensations. Be it a female pornstar named Houston fucking 2000 men or a 
male pornstar named Davis fucking 2000 women. But the Shape Shifter Serpents off it, is an 
utter falsehood. A twisted viewpoint. And I aint referring to the Egyptian make-up nor any 
nylon stockings. And if there is any truth to it, then it is way past the level of crazy, be it old 
or new. We all need to make ourselfs a name, then loose our name or lie about it. Serpents 
that are capable of shedding their hyde. Now, what does that make God? Killing Serpents, 
taking the Serpents lifes? Show mercy. But there is no mercy. Show love. But there is no 
love. There cannot be any love in the world without any mercy. The Serpent Shape Shifters 
of the Twin Genetics, are all viewed in the wrong fashion. I kind of picked this one up on the 
wire years ago, decades ago, but I just remembered it. A monogamous breed that was capable 
to shapeshift between genders. If any truth to it, interesting, but also somewhat weird from 
my own viewpoint. I aint buying it, all that I know is that, I myself, just aint it. Not some 
new Mono breed, besides I always prefer music in stereo. But it is still in relation to getting 
children. Birth. A generation X? The New breeds? I mean the way, we view the claim of the 
Shape Shifter is so androgyne in nature, and misunderstood. 


A curl of a Serpent’s tongue, trying to mend into the tongue of a Gecko, only to be 

echoing, in the valley of the dead, birthing the daily Khu of the bad air. And the answer is 
still a No, still not meaning the Khu, as being Cow farts. The echoing is repetitious in nature. 
One fact being that Life is repetitious, for as long as there is life. May there be life. Much 
like a surgeon trying to make money on turning gender tube socks and not souls. But ask 
yourself, what is it that I am selling? A hands-on kinda guy, a Doctor on acid. 


that wrote Generation Y. Maybe someone in the Abrahamic Catfish department must have 
got something wrong, all along. A Powerfull almighty Serpent capable of shedding it’s skin. 
Who’s skin? My skin or your skin? In the name of Cod, for skin? Huh? Grumpy just born 


thinks: Those were the days. A consolation at Sundown. Huh? A Consultation? Fuck off. 
Grumpy just born mad ..!.. eehh. Amen unto Shaman. 


CODEX Fourty Five 
Mountain of the Descend 


Mount the mount. Horse or woman? Will the mount carry you, all the way, to the top of the 
mountain? It entirely depends on your own weight and cargo. You being the cargo, I highly 
doubt it. The two towers. The Twin towers. Death row. The Twin Death row. 9/11. 

In remembrance of all the dead twin informants. When your own heart is the only weapon, 
but it still hurts like heaven. A very nice ending, that I am sending to you. I still see some 
M9/11 logo? But is it not the H&M mirrored? 1954-1956 AD? Then the countless women 
flocking and floating in my cell, in my darknest, then asking: What shall we do? Honestly, 

I just wouldn’t know. To be quite honest, word has it that we are all fucked this time round. 
Take it day by day. Maybe just do your business, do as you please. A nice ending. They are 
watching us. They are watching us, as we all fly away. Basically summed up and fucked up. 
This goes out to the red trousers Philly girl. Normally the line, my prayer, goes out to so and 
so works, right? Then someone thinks we better do something for the so and so, then they 
enter and gaze upon the so and so horror and thinks, that the hell is this hell-hole, really? I 
told you this a long time ago. Nothing more contagious than mental disorders. Contagious. 
(Cuntagious). A communicable disease that can spread rapidly from person to person through 
direct contact (touching a person who has the infection), indirect contact (touching a 
contaminated object), or droplet contact (inhaling droplets made when a person who has the 
infection coughs, sneezes, or talks). Like a God’s hidden sneeze command. Hate it. 

Still wouldn’t name music as cancer. Hey yeah, hey yeah Hey, yeah, yeah, yeah. Mmm- 
mmm Mmh...I feel it running through my veins. Guess I’m already bleeding for it. All four 
chambers got a different kinda beat for it. Try to hold my breath but it’s filling up my lungs. 
Try keep it quiet but it’s banging like a drum. And they’re shaking up my bones. And tearing 
up my ligaments. I’m still tryna act like, nah it ain’t that serious. But I’m deep in my wound 
and I’m kicking on the diaphragm. Try not to seize you, blaze like Caesar. Funny when I feel 
the choke of the umbilical. My soul gets deeper, songs real spiritual. Cross around my neck 
and a crystal in my pocket. My love is the bomb and forgiveness is the rocket. Which army 
gon’ stop it, my faith rises up. Even while pulse droppin’ I wrote it on my heart so it’s 

never forgotten. Your only begotten Sun and the moon and the stars, all been watching 
Selah, they’ve been watching Selah Hey, Selah Selah Selah They’ve been watching, Selah, 
Selah Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, Selah, 
Selah. ALLAH ISRA. The Medusa crown of 16 divine Serpents, but the buock (buck/block) 
still stops at the Holy number six of the six divine elements: Water. Fire. Air. Matter. Spirit. 
Soul. Selah. A grey count of ten by a dead tree, meeting the six Holy elements. Selah. A full 
circle of Birth. ALLAH ISRA. That is the way love goes. ALLAH ISRA. 


Epilouge 


Time for Tea 


Epilouge of Codices summed up, might amout to this: It is time for Tea. Time for tea. 
Al-Fatiha. Not to ridicule! Having full faith in an A credit-card. Having faith in A.I. 
(Artificial Intelligence). Having full faith in the World-Wide-Web, that I once had. I once 
had such a faith and such a credit-card. Al-Fatiha. Surah One till Seven or will it become 
Surahayah One till Eight. The opening Surahs 1 till 7. Chapter and Verse 1 till 7: 

The 7 Surahs. Surah One: AL-Isra. Surah Two: AL-Hadid. Surah Three: AL-Hashr. 
Surah Four: AL-Saff: Surah Five: AL-Jumu’ah. Surah Six: AT-Taghabun. 

Surah Seven: AL-A’la. 

And so the seven sisters rested upon three stones, only to dawn at the summit of the 3 sisters. 
The three ancient mountains. The opener and the closer. But Pooch, that is pretty much the 
same? Well, I did read an english version of the Quran. But the weirdest thing is, that the 
opener, that I red was so very beautiful and poetic? Maybe such versions are hard to come 
by. Really difficult to obtain? All that I know is, that I revisited the Quran on-line and sorry 
to say, that ain’t the opener. But duely noted, at the time, when I red the poetic version, 

I just might have been high as a kite. Alcohol or drugs, Son? Nah, the lore of the text, itself. 
Al-Fatiha? Chapter and verse 1 till 8: Suwrahayah One: AL-Isra. 

Surahayah Two: LAM-Althueban. Surahayah Three: FUYIJAR-Bayt. 

Surahayah Four: AL-A’la. Surahayah Five: TAJASAD-Ruhi. 

Surahayah Six: INSHALLAH-Sita. Surahayah Seven: HURA-din alghurab. 

Surahayah Eight: AL-Hashr. 

But Dude, those are pretty much some verses, as well? Well, I do believe the old Christians 
had a saying: There is a time to open a book and there is a time to close a book. An opener 
and a closer. Maybe something closer to home? Doing some reading. One conclusion, we 
might all have to find our own way home. It was an extremely long trip. I am definitely done 
walking, maybe even done talking, if such peace will be allowed and granted unto poor old 
me? A closed book doesn’t say much, like the mouth of silence, utterly closed, by one’s own 
stern will and not by a surgeon’s stitches. Well, fuck God! Jesus fucking Christ and Fuck 
God. So? What of it? The shit kicker is that, I do believe in God, I will always believe in 
God, but not in your dreamt up terminology of defining God. I have explained this 
thoroughly. Totally binary zebra summed up. A matter of faith and not a doctrin of stern 
religion. As goes for the pen, in this writing hour, sometimes inspiration hits you, driving 
your writing pen forward, but not today. Some will still claim poetry as divine, while others 
will name it, as nothing more than the theft of womens hearts. Always listen to yourself and 
take the higher dictation. This might come across as provokative. Not meant to be. Some can 
only write with their right hand, other artists or writers can wheel it by either hand, in perfect 
balance. But to put it bluntly. A bit like a whore’s one erect nipple to just one side. She must 
be in love? But not propelled by heat nor any sexual desire. Flesh and blood, that founded us 
all. How can a message of peace even bring about endless wars? Jihad is the holy war. 

But a war, by peaceful means, a war of the mind, unleashed upon the minds of others. To 
wheel a duality tongue of truth and lie, but to seek heavenly solace in between, like 

licking a woman’s pussy. Too provocative, that I do know. Is it then the lie sought in the 
truth? O’ Magnificence? A kitten smitten by a hidden codex named romance, that died out 
long ago, still it is ttme for some tea poetry: Always call in the name of Ra. Allah isra. 

The greater wing of ancient Egypt, that weave all of our souls in the inner Kingdom. 

You seek the Spirit. But you can never find the Spirit, for as long, as there is life, there is 
Spirit. ALLAH ISRA. Amen unto Amenta. 
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